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ETHIC EPISTLES. 

EPISTLE I. 

. AN 

ESSJr ON VIRTUE. 



To the HoDorable 

PHILIP YORKE. 

(NOWEARI. or HARDWICXE.) 

Br SOAME JMNrNSy £5^ 

- - ■ ■■ . ■ . ii . yjg 

Atque ipsa Udlitast Justi prope mater et aequi. Kor. 



Thou, whom nor honors, wealth, nor youth can spoil 

With the least vice of each luxuriant ^il. 

Say, YoRKE (for sure, if any, you can tell). 

What Virtue is, who practise it so well ; 

Say, where inhabits this Sultana queen ; 

Prais*d and ador*d by all, but rarely seen ? 

By what sure marks her essence can we trace. 

When each religion, fa6tion, age, and place. 

Sets up some fancy'd idol of its own ; 

A vain pretender to her sacred throne ? 

In man, too oft a well-dissembled part, 

A self-denying pride in woman^s heart. 

In synods fa^th, and in the fields of fame 

Valor usurps her honors, and her name. 

Whoe'er their sense of Virtue would express. 
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'Tis Still by ^oipe^hipg they themselyes possess. 

Hence youth good-humor, frugal craft old-age, 

Warm politicians term it party- rage ; 

True churchmen ze^l right orthodox ; and hence 

Fools think it gravity, and wits pretence : 

To constancy alone fond lovers join it. 

And maids unasked to chastity confine it. 

But have we then no law besides our will? 
No just criterion fix '4 tp gooj} and ill ? 
As well at noon we may obstru6t our sight,. 
Then doubt if such a thing exists as light ; 
For no less plain would nature's law appear, 
As the meridian sun unchanged, and clear. 
Would we but search for what we were designed. 
And for what end th' Almighty form*d mankind, 
A rule of life we then should plainly see. 
For to pursue that end must Virtue be. 

Then what is that? not want of power, or fume, 
Or worlds unnumbered to applaud his name, 
But a desire his blessings to diffuse, 
And fear lest millions should existence lose ; 
His goodness only could his pow'r employ. 
And an eternal warmth to propagate his joy. 

Hence soul, and sense diffused tjirough every place 
Make happiness as infinite as sp^ce ; 
Thousands of suns beyond each other blaze. 
Orbs roll o*cp orbs, arid glow with mutual rays;. 
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Each is a world, where form'd with wond'rous art, 
Unnumber'd species live through every part: 
In every tra6l of ocean, earth, and skies 
Myriads of creatures still successive rise ; 
Scarce buds a leaf, or springs the vilest weed. 
But little flocks upon its verdure feed ; 
No fruit our palate courts, or flow'r our smell, 
But on its fragrant bosom nations dwell. 
All form'd with proper faculties to share 
The daily bounties of their Maker's care : 
The great Creator from his heav'nly throne, 
Pleas*d, on the wide-expanded joy looks down, 
And his eternal law is only this. 
That all contribute to the general bliss. 

Nature so plain this primal law displays. 
Each living creature sees it, and obeys ; 
Each, form'd for all, promotes through private care 
The public good, and justly tastes its share. 
All understand their great Creator's will. 
Strive to be happy, and in that fulfill ; 
Mankind e Aepted ; lord of all beside. 
But only slave to folly, vice, and pride ; 
•Tis he that's deaf to this command alone. 
Delights in others' woe, and courts his own ; 
Racks and destroys with tort'ring steel and flame. 
For lux'ry brutes, and man himself for fame : 
Sets Superstition high on Virtue's throne. 
Then thinks his Maker's temper like his own : 
Hence are his altar3[ stain'd with reeking gore, 
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Aft if he could atone for crimes by more : 
Hence whilftt offended Heav*n he strives in vsdi 
T* appease by fasts, and voluntary pain, 
Ev*n in repenting he provokes again. 

How easy is our yoke ! how light our load ! 
Did we not strive to mend the laws of God : 
For his own sake no duty he can ask. 
The common welfare is our only task ; 
For this sole end his precepts, kind as just. 
Forbid intemperance, murder, theft, and lust. 
With every a£l injurious to our own 
Or others' gtod, for such are crimes alone : 
For this arc peace, love, charity, enjoin'd. 
With all that can secure and bless mankind* 
Thus is the public safety Virtue's cause. 
And happiness the end of all her laws ; 
For such by nature is the human frame. 
Our duty, and our interest are the same. 

But hold, cried out some Puritan divine. 
Whose well-stuffd cheeks with ease and plenty i 
is this to fast, to mortify, refrain. 
And work salvation out with fear and pain } 
We own, the rigid lessons of their schools 
Are widely diflF'rent from these easy rules : 
Virtue, with them, is only to abstain 
From all that nature asks, and covet pain; 
Pleasure and vice are ever near akm. 
And, if we thirst, cold water is a sin : 
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Heav'n's path is rough and intricate, they say. 

Yet all are damn'd that trip, or miss their way ; 

God is a being cruel and severe, 

And man a wretch, by his command placed here, 

In sun- shine for awhile to take a turn. 

Only to dry and make him fit to bum. 

Mistaken men, too piously severe 1 
^hrou^ craft misleading, or misled by fear; 
How little they God's counsels comprehend. 
Our universal parent, guardian, friend) 
Who, forming by degrees to bliss mankind, 
TThis globe our sportive nursery assigned. 
Where for awhile his fond paternal care 
Feasts us with every joy our state can bear : 
Each sense, touch, taste, and smell dispense delightf 
Music our hearing, beauty charms our sight; 
Trees, herbs, and flow'rs to us their spoils resign. 
Its pearl the rock presents, its gold the mine ; 
Beasts, fowl, and fish their daily tribute give 
Of food and cloaths, and die that we may live : 
, Seasons but change, new pleasures to produce. 
And elements contend to serve our use : 
Love's gentle shafts, ambitioa*s tow 'ring wings, 
The pomps of senates, churches, courts, and kings^ 
All that our rev'rence, joy, or hope create, 
Are the gay play -things of this infant state. 
Scarcely an ill to human life belongs. 
But what our follies causCy or mutual wrongs i 
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Or if some stripes from Providence we feel. 

He strikes with pity, and but wounds to heal ; 

Kindly perhaps sometimes afflidls us here. 

To guide our views to a sublimer sphere. 

In more exalted joys to fix our taste, 

And wean us from delights that cannot last. 

Our present good the easy task is made. 

To earn superior bliss, when this shall fade ; 

For, soon as e'er these mortal pleasures cloy. 

His hand shall lead us to sublimer joy ; 

Snatch us from all our little sorrows here. 

Calm every grief, and dry each childish tear ; 

Waft us to regions of eternal peace. 

Where bliss and virtue grow with like increase ; 

From strength to strength our souls for ever guide. 

Through wond'rous scenes of being yet untry'd. 

Where in each stage we shall more perfeft grow, 

And new perfections, new delights bestow. 

Oh! would mankind but make these truths their 
guide. 
And force the helm from prejudice and pride. 
Were once these maxims fix'd, that God's our friend, 
Virtue our good, and happiness our end. 
How soon must reason o'er the world prevail, 
And error, fraud, and superstition fail ! 

None would hereafter then with groundless fear 
Describe th' Almighty cruel and severe. 
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Predestinating some without pretence 
To heav*n, and some to hell for no offence; 
Inflidling endless pains for transient crimes, 
And fav'ring se6ts or nations, men or times. 
To please him, none would foolishly forbear. 
Or food, or rest, or itch in shirts of hair. 
Or deem it merit to believe, or teach. 
What reason contradi6ls, or cannot reach; 
None would fierce zeal for piety mistake, 
Or malice for whatever tenet's sake, 
Or think salvation to one se6l confined. 
And heav'n too narrow to contain mankind. 

No more then nymphs ^ by long neglect grown nice; 
Would in one female frailty sum up vice, 
And censure those, who nearer to the right. 
Think Virtue is but to dispense delight. 

No servile tenets would admittance find, 
Destructive of the rights of human-kind; 
Of pow'r divine, hereditary right. 
And non-resistance to a tyrant's might: 
For sure that all should thus for one be curs' d, 
Is but great nature's edi6l just reversed. 

No moralists then, righteous to excess, 
Would show fair Virtue in so black a dress, 
That they, like boys, who some feign'd spright array, 
First from the spe6tre fly themselves aw^iy ; 
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No preachers in the terrible delight. 
But choose to win by reason, not affright ; r- 

Kot conj*rers like, in fire and brimstone dwells 
And draw each moving argument from hell. 

No more our sage interpreters oflawft 
Would fatten on obscurities, and flaws. 
But rather, nobly careful of their trust. 
Strive to wipe off the loog«coatra£led dust. 
And be, like Hardwicke, guardians of the jus4. 

No more applause would on ambition wait. 
And laying waste the world be counted great ; 
But one good-natur*d a6t more praises gain. 
Than armies overthrown, and thousands slain : 
No more would brutal rage disturb our peace» 
But envy, iiatfed, war, and ^scord cease ; . ; v 

Our own and others* good each hour employ, v 

And all things smile with universal joy ; .. // 

Virtue with Happiness her consprt join'd. 
Would regulate and bless each humaQ mind, .!'{ 

Aad man be what his Make;: first design'd. ,| 
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OF 

ACTIVE AND RETIRED LIFE. 



TO 

HENRY COVENTRY, ES(^ 
BY JFILLIAM MELMOTH^ ESS^. 



Men quidem Jnoicio neuter cnlp&ndoC, alter dum txpetit dcbitos tituloB^ dum 
titer mavult videri contempslssc. Plin. Ep. 
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Yes, you condemn those sages too refin'd. 
That gravely lefturc ere they know mankind ; 
Who whilst ambition^i fiercer fires they blame. 
Would damp each useful spark that kindles fame* 
•Tis in false esttihates the folly lies ;' 
The passioti 's blamefesst when the judgement 's wise^ 
In vain philosophers with warxii'th contest. 
Lifers secret shade, or open walk is best : 
EaCh^haslts'se^rate joys', and each its use : 
This calls the Patriot forth, and that the Muse. 
Hence not alike to all the species, Heav*n 
An equal thirst of public £une has giv'n : 
Patrius it forms to shine in action great ; 
While Decio's talents best adorn retreat.. 
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If where Pierian Maids delight to dwell. 
The haunts of silence, and the peaceful cell. 
Had, fair Astraca! been thy Talbot's choice. 
Could listening crowds now liang upon his voice? 
And thou, blest \f aid, might'st long have wept in ^ 
The distant glories of a second reign. 
In exile doomM yet ages to complain. 

Where high ambition still the power confessed 
That ruPd with equal sway in e¥ery breast. 
Say where the glories of the sacred Nine? 
Where Homer*s verse sublime, or, Milton, thine ? 
Nor thou, sweet Bard! who ** turn*dst the tuneful art, 
** From sound to sense, from fancy to the heart," 
Thy lays instructive to the world hadst giv'n, 
Nor greatly justify'd the laws of heav'A. 

Let satire blast with every mark of nate. 
The vain aspirer, or dishonest Great, 
Whom love of wealth, or wild ambition's sway 
Push forward, still regardless of the way ; 
High, and more high, who aim with restless pride. 
Where neither reason nor fair virtue guide: 
And him, thfe wretch, Who labors on with pain. 
For the low lucre of arf useless gain, 
(Wise but to ge^, and adlTve but to save) 
May scorn deserv'd still foUow to thd grave\ 
But he, who fond to raise a splendid name> 
On life's ambitious height wodld ^t his fame, . 
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In adiye arts, or vent'rous arms would shine. 
Yet shuns the paths which virtue bids decline ; 
Who dignifies his wealth by gen'rous use, 

To raise th' oppressed, or merit to produce 

Shall reason's voice impartial e*er condemn 
The glorious purpose of so wise an aim ? 

Where virtue regulates this just desire, 
'Twere dangerous folly to suppress its fire. 
Say, whence could 'fame supply (its force unknown) 
Her roll illustrious of fair renown ? 
What laurels prompt the hero's useful rage ? 
What prize the patriot's weighty toils engage ? 
Each public passion bound to endless frost, 
Each deed of social worth for ever lost. 
O ! may the Muse inspire the love of praise. 
Raise the bright passion, but with judgment raise P 
For this she oft has tun'd her sacred voice, 
Caird forth the patriot, and approved his choice; 
Bid him the steep ascent to honor take. 
Nor till the summit gain'd, her paths forsake. 

Yet not success alone true fame attends ; 
He too shall reach it who but well intends. 
See *midst the vanquished virtuous, Falkland lies ; 
His genrous efforts vain, and vain his sighs ; 
Yet true to merit faithful records tell 
To distant ages how the patriot fell : 
Blest youth ! insured the sweetest voice of praise, 
Who lives approv*d in Pope's unrivalPd lays. 
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Grave precepts fleeting notions may impart. 
But brij^ht example best instrii^ls the heart I 
Then look on Patrius, let his condu6t shew 
From adlive life what various blessings flow. 
In him a just ambition stands confess'd; 
It warms, but not inflames, his equal breast. 
See him in senates a6t the patriot* s part, 
Tnith on Iris lips, the public at his heart ; 
Tlicre neither fears can awe, nor hopes controul^ 
n*hc honest purpose of his steady soul. 
No mean attachments e*er seducM his tongue 
To gild the cause his heart suspected wrong | 
But deaf to envy, fadtion, spleen, his voice 
Joins here or there, as reason guides his choice. 
To one great point his faithful labors tend. 
And ull his toils in Britain*sjnterest end. 
To him each neighbour safe refers his claim. 
The riglit he settles, and abates the flame. 
Nor arts nor worth to Patrius sue in vain. 
Nor unrelieved the injur'd e'er complain. 
For him the hand unseen, are pray'rs prefcr'd. 
And grateful vows in distant temples heard; 
Like nature's blessings to no part confin*d. 
His well-pois*d bounty reaches all mankind ; 
That insolence of wealth, the pomp of state 
Which crowds the mansions of the vainly grcat^ 
Flies far the limits of his modest gate. 
Just what is elegantly useful 's there ; 
Of aught beyond he scorns th* unworthy care ; 
Nor would for all the trtm that pride can show. 
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One single a6l of social aid forego ; 
For this he labours to improve his store. 
For this he wishes to enlarge his pow*r ; 
This is his lifers great purpose, end, and aim : 
Such true ambition i9, and worthy fame. 

How diflferent Rapax spent his worthless hour f 
With treasure indigent, a slave with pow'r : 
Large sums overlooking, still intent on more. 
He wasted, not enjoy M, his tasteless store. 
His growing greatness rais'd his hopes the high'r. 
And fan*d his restless pride*s increasing fire. 
Twas thus amidst prosperity he pin'd ; 
For what can fill the false ambitious mind ? 
^4)fAl(.^-(ife honors that his prince could give. 
With all the wealth his av'rice could receive, 
'Midst outward opulence, but 'inward care. 
Reproach and want were all he left his heir. 

•Tis true, the patriot well deserves his fame. 
And from bis country just applause may claim. 
But what avails it to the world beside, 
That Brutus bravely stab'd, or Curtius dy'd ? 
While Tally's merit, unconfin'd to place, 
Diffuses blessings down through all our race ; 
Remotest times his learned labours reach, 
And Rome's great moralist ev'n now shall teach. 

I . ' 

Averse to public noise, ambition's strife, 
And all i)^ c^lendid ills of busy life, 
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Through latent paths» unmarkM by vulgar eyt. 
Are there who wish to pass unheeded by } 
Whom calm retirement's sacred pleasures moYe, 
The hour contemplative, or friend they love ; 
Yet not by spleen, or superstition led. 
Forbear ambition's giddy heights to tread ; 
Who not inglorious spend their peaceful day. 
Whilst science, lovely star ! dire6ls their way ? 
Flows there not something good from such a& these? 
No useful product from the men of ease ? 
And shall the Muse no social merit boast ? 
Are all her vigils to the public lost ? 
Though noisy pri^e n^ay scorn her silent toil. 
Fair are the fruits which bless her happy soil : 
There every plant oS useful produce growsi» 
There science sprang, and thence instrudlion flows : 
There true philosophy ere6ls-her school. 
There plaps her problem, and there forms her rule; 
There every seed of every art began, 
And all that eases life, and brightens man. 

'Twas hence great Newton, mighty genius I soar*d 
And all creation's wond'rous range explored. 
Far as th' Almighty stretch'd his utmost line. 
He pierc'd in thought, and view'd the vast design. 
Too long had darker ages sought in vain 
The secret scheine of natyre to< explain^ 
Too long had trutli escaped each sage's eye, 
Or faintly shone through vain philosophy. 
Each shapely offspring of lier teebie thought. 
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A darker v^il o'er gejiuipe scie^ice brought ; 
Still stubborn fadls Q'prthrey^ their fruitless toil \ 
For trujh and fiftion \vho $hal} reconcile ? 
But Britain's sons a si^fer guid^ pursup ; 
Thread safe the maze, since Npwtqn g^ve thp clur. 
Where- e'er lie turn'4 true Scj^n^e re^r'd her f^^d, 
While far befqre her puzzle^ IgP'r^i^e flp4 • 
From each blest truth these (loble ends h? dr^Y^^^ 
Use to man^ind^ and to thpjr Qod ^pp]au^- 
Taught by his rules secure the merchant rides, 
When threatening seas roll high their dreadful tides ; 
And cither India speeds her precious stores, 
'Midst various dangers safe to Britain's shores. 
Long as those orbs he weigh*d shall shed their rays, 
His truth shall guide us^ and shall last his praise. 

Yet if so just the fame, the i^se sq great. 
Systems to poise, and spheres to regulate ; 
To teach the secret well -adapted force. 
That steers of countless orbs th* unvaried course ; 
Far brighter honors wait the nobler part, 
To balance manners, and condu6l the heart. 
Order without us, what imports it seen. 
If all is restless anarchy within ? 
Fir'd by this thought, greatly Ashley, gen'rous sag?, 
Plan'd in sweet leisure his instrudlive page. 
Not orbs he weighs, but marks, with happier skill, 
The scope of a6lions and the poise of will : 
In fair proportion here describ'd we trace 
£a9h mental b^autyi and e^^ch mpn^ g^af e \ 
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Each useful passion taught, its tone designM, 
In the nice concord of a well-tun'd mind. 
Does mean self-love contra6l each social aim ? 
Here public transports shall thy soul inflame. 
Virtue and Deity supremely fair, 
Too oft delineated with looks severe, 
Resume their native smiles and graces here : 
Sooth*d into love relenting foes admire, 
And warmer raptures every friend inspire. 

Such are the fruits which from retirement spring: 
These blessings ease and learned leisure bring. 

Yet of the various tasks mankind employ, 
'Tis sure the hardest, leisure to enjoy. 
For one who knows to taste this god- like bliss. 
What countless swarms of vain pretenders miss } 
Though each dull plodding thing, to ape the wise. 
Ridiculously grave, for leisure sighs, 
(His boasted wish from busy scenes to ru ) 
Grant him that leisure, and the foors undone. 
The gods, to curse poor Demea, heard his vow. 
And business now no more contrails his brow : 
Nor real cares, 'tis true, perplex his breast. 
But thousand fancied ills his peace molest ; 
The slightest trifles solid sorrows prove. 
And the long ling* ring wheel of life scarce seems to 
move. 

Useless in business, yet unfit for ease. 
Nor skiird to mend mankind, nor form*d to please, 
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Such spOrious animals of worthless race 
Live but the p«blic bwrtftcn and disgrace : 
Like mean attendants on lffe*s stage are seen. 
Drawn forth to fiil, but n6t conduct the seenc^ 

The mind not taught to think, no useful store 

a 

To fix reflexion, dreads the vacant hour. 
Tum'd on its self its numerous wants are seen, 
And all ihe mighty void tfiat lies withita. 
Yet cannot wisdom stamp our joys complete; 
•Tis conadous virtue crowns the b^est retreat. 
Who feels not that, the private pa^ must shun; 
Afid fly to pi:A>lic view t* escape his own ; 
In life's gay scenes uneasy thoughts suppress. 
And kill each anxious Care in dreams of peace. 
'Midst foreign objefts not empioy'd to roam, 
Thought, sadly a6tive, still corrodes at home : 
A serious moment breaks the false repose. 
And guilt in all its nkked horror shows. 

He who would know retirement's joy refin'd. 
The fair recess must seek with cheerful mind 5 
No Cynic's pride, no bigot's heated brain, 
No frustrate hope, nor love's fantastic pain. 
With him must enter the sequester'd cell, 
•Who means with pleasing sohtude to dwell ; 
Bitt4Squal passions let his bosom rule, 
A judgment candid, and a temper cool. 
Enlarged with knowledge, and in conscience clear. 
Above lifie*^ empty hopes, and death'4 vain' fear. 
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Such he must be who greatly lives alone ; 

Such Portio is, in crowded scenes unknown. 

For public life with every talent born, 

Portio far off retires with decent scorn ; 

Though without business, never unemploy'd. 

And life, as more at leisure, more enjoy*d : 

For who like him can various science taste. 

His mind shall never want an endless feast. 

In his blest ev*ning walk may*st thou, may I, 

Oft friendly join in 3weet society ; 

Our lives like his in one smooth current flow. 

Nor sweird with tempest, nor too calmly slow. 

Whilst he, like some great sage of Rome or Greece^ 

Shall calm each rising doubt, and speak us peace, 

Corredl each thought, each wayward wish control, . 

And stamp with every virtue all the soul. 

Ah ! how unlike is Umbrio's gloomy scene, 
EstrangM from all the cheerful ways of men I 
There superstition works her baneful powV, 
And darkens all the melancholy hour. 
Unnumber'd fears corrode and haunt his breast. 
With all that whim or ignVance can suggest. 
In vain for him kind nature pours her sweets ; 
The visionary saint no joy admits. 
But seeks with pious spleen fantastic v.oes, 
And for heav'n's sake lieav'n'sofferM good forego 

Whate'er's our choice we still with pride prefer 
And all who deviate^ vainly think must err : 
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lio, in books and abstra6l notions lost, 
. none but knaves and fools in honor's post ; 
ilst Syphax, fond on fortune's sea to sail, 
I boldly drive before the flatt'ring gale 
•ward her dang'rous ocean to explore), 
damns as cowards those who make the shore, 
so my friend impartial, — man he views 
:ul in what he shuns as what pursues ; 

different turns to general good conspire, 

hero's passion and the poet's fire ; 
1 figure plac'd in nature's wise design, 
h true proportion and exaftest line : 

lights and shades unite in due degree, 
I form the whole with fairest symmetry. 
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tWE BURDENSOME, 



WE KNOW NOT HOW TO USE IT. 



BTEBfiTjiRD ROLLS. B. D. 



What ? sir, — a month, and not one line afford I 
•Tis well: — how finely some folk keep their wor4! 
I own my promise — But to steal an hour, 
•Midst all this hurry — 'tis not in my powV, 
Where life each day does one fix'd order keep. 
Successive joumies, weariness and sleep. 
Or if our scheme some interval allows. 
Some hours design'd for thought and for repose ; 
Soon as the scatter'd images begin 
In the mind to rally— company comes in : 
Reason, adieu ! there's no more room to think ; 
For all the day behind is noise and drink. 
Thus life rolls on, but not without regret ; 
Whene'er at morning, in some cool retreat 
I walk alone: — 'tis then in thought I view 
Some sage of old \ 'tis then I think of yoH ; 
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Whose breast no tyraht pc^sston^ iiVer sebto^ 

No pulse that riots, blood that dist^beyis; 

Who follow but w?»erfc jndghieht pdihtis the way, 

And whom too busy sense ne'er ted astray. 

Not that you joys with moderation shun ; 

You taste all pleasures, but indulge in none. 

Fir'd by this image, I resolve anew : 

*Tis reason calls, and peslce and joy 's in view. 

How bless'd a change I a long adieu to sense : 

O shield mcj sapience I virtue^s reign commence \ 

Alas, how short a reign! — the walk is o'er, 

The dinner waits, and friends some half a score ! 

At first to virtue firm, the glass I fly j 

'Till some sly sot,— « Not drink the family!" 

Thus gratitude is made to plead for sin ; 

My trait'rotis breast a party forms Within : 

And inclination brib'd, we nevei- Want 

Excuse — ** 'Tis hot, and iKralking makes one famt." 

Now sense gets strength ; my bright resolves decay. 

Like stars that melt at the approach of day : ' 

Thought dies ; and ev'n, at last, your image fades 

away. 
My head grows warm ; 11 reason I despise i 
** To-day be happy, and to-morrow wise !'* 
Betray'd so oft, I'm half persuaded now. 
Surely to fail, the first step is to vow. 

The country lately, 'twas my wish : oh there I 
Gardens, diversions, friends, relations, air : 
JPor London now, dear London, how I bum I 
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I must be liappy, sure, when I return. 
Whoever holies true happiness to see. 
Mopes for what never was, nor e'er will be : 
'I'he nearest ease, since we must suffer still. 
Are they who dare be patient under ill. 

Whilom a fool saw where a fiddle lay; 
Ami after poring round it, strove to play : 
Above, below, across, all ways he tries ; 
He tries in vain, *tis discord all and noise: 
lirilin}!; he threw it by : then thus the lout ; 
•* Theie 's nuisic in it, could I fetch it out.** 
I f life does not its harmony impart, 
We want not instruments, but have not art. 
•'lis endless to defer our hopes of ease, 
Till crosses end, and disappointments cease. 
'I 'Ik- s.'ige is happy, not that all goes right. 
His cattle feel no rot, his corn no blight ; 
'rii«; mind for case is fitted to the wise, 
Nut so the fooPs — 'lis here the difference lies ; 
'I heir prospedrt is the same, but various are their 
eyes. 
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THE 

DUrr OF EMPLO'riNG ONE 'S SELF. 



By the Same, 



Ff w peoplt know it, yet, dear-sir, 'tis true, 
Man should have somewhat evermore to do. 
Hard labour 's tedious, every one must own; 
But surely better such by far, than none j 
The perfe6l drone, the quite impertinent, 
Whose life at nothing aims, but — to be spent ; 
Such Heaven visits for some mighty ill : 
'Tis sure the hardest labour, to sit still. 
Hence that unhappy tribe who nought pursue : 
Who sin, for want of something else to do. 

Sir John is bless'd with riches, honor, love j 
And to be bless'd indeed, needs only move. 
For want of this, with pain he lives away, 
A lump of hardly- animated clay : 
Dull *till his double bottle does him right ; 
He *s easy just at twelve o'clock at night. 
Thus for one sparkling hour alone he *s blest ; 
While spleen and head-ach seize on all the rest. 
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What numbers, sloth with gloomy humors fills! 
Racking their brains with visionary- ills. 
Hence what loud outcries, and well -meaning r^e» 
What endless quarrels at the present age ! 
How many blame ! how often may we hear, 
** Such vice! — well, sure, the last day must be near!** 
T' avoid such wild, imaginar}* pains, 
'\ he sad creation of distemper'd brains. 
Dispatch, dear friend 1 move, labour, sweat, run, flyt 
Do aught — but think the day of judgment nigjh. 

I'here are, who've lost all relish for delight : 
With them no earthly thing is ever right. 
T' expert to alter to their taste, were vain ; 
Tor who can mend so fast, as they complain ? 
Whatc'cr you do, shall be a crime with such ; 
One while you've lost your tongue, then talk too 

much : 
Thus shall yuu meet their waspish censure still; 
As» hedge- ho^s prick you, go which side you will. 
Oh I pity these whene'er you sec them swell I 
Folks call 'cm cross — poor men ! they are not well. 
How niany such, in indolence grown old. 
With vigor ne'er do any thing, but scold ? 
Who spirits only from ill -humor get j 
I /ike wines that die, unless upon the fret. 

Weary 'd of flouncing to himself alone, 
Acerbus kce|>s a man to fret upon. 
The fellow 's nothing oi^ the earth to (jb* 



A* 



Epist, IV. STHiC BPirrfiBS. 



But to sit quiet and be scolded to. 
Pishes and oaths, whene'er the master's soured. 
All largely on the scape-goat slave are pour'd. 
This drains his rage ; and though to John so roughs 
Abroad you'd think him complaisant enough. 

As for myself, whom poverty prevents 
From being angry at so great expence ; 
Who, shoidd I ever be indinM to rage, 
For want of slaves, war with myself must wage ;. 
Must rail, and hear;, chastising,. be chaslis'd; 
Be both the tyrant, a«id the tyrann^'d ; 
I choose to labor, rather than to fret : 
What*s rage in some, in me goes off in sweat. 
If times are ill, and things seem never worse ; 
Men, manners to reclaim, — I take my horse. 
One mile reforms 'em, or if aught remain 
Unpurg'd, — 'tis but to ride as far again. 
Thus on myself in toils I spend my rage : 
I pay the fine ; and that absolves the age. 

Sometimes, still more to interrupt my ease, 
I take my pen, and write such things as these : 
Which though all other merit be deny'd, 
Shew my devotion still to be employ *d. 
Add too, though writing be itself a curse. 
Yet some distempers arc a cure for worse ; 
And since 'midst indolence, spleen will prevail^ 
Since who do nothing else, are sure to rail i 
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Man should be suffer'd thus to play the fool 
To keep from hurt, as children go to school. 

You should not rhyme in spite of nature ! ^Tni 

Yet sure 'tis p^rcater trouble, if you do : 

And if 'tis lab'ringonly, men profess. 

Who writes the hardest, writes with most success. 

Thus for myself and friends,- 1 do my part; 
Promoting doubly the pauns-taking art : 
First to myself, 'tis labour to compose; 
To read such lines, is drudgery to those. 



EPISTLE V. 



ON 

HONOR. 



To the 

LORD VISCOUNT LONSDALE. 
BY JOHN BROJVNy D. D. 



Hie Minus ob Patriam pugnando truloera passi j 
<^iqiie Sacerdotes catti dam viu manebac } 
Quique pii Vates, 8z Phoebodigna locuti, 
Inventas aut qui Vitam excoluere per Artetf 
Quique sui metnores alios fecere merendo ; 
Omnibus his nivea dnguntur Tempora vitta. Virg. 

■- — — — Who shall go about 

To cozen Fortune, and be honorable 
Without the stamp of Merit f Sbakspere. 



Yes : all, my Lord, usurp fair Honor's fame, 

Though false as various be the boasted claim : 

Th' ambitious miser swells his boundless store, 

And dreads that highest scandal, to be poor ; 

His wiser heir derides the dotard's aim, 

And bids profusion bribe him into fame. 

Oft' Honor, perching on the ribbon'd breast, 

Sneers at weak justice, and defies th' arrest : 

She dwells exulting on the tongues of kings; 

She wakes the Muse to flight, and plumes her wings ; 
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The soldier views her in the shining blade ; 

The pedant 'midst the lumber in his head. 

She to fell Treason the disguise can lend, 

And sheath her sword remorseless in a friend : 

Her throne's fantastic pride, we often see 

Rear'd on the tombs pf Truth and Honesty; 

Fops, templars^ courtiersy slaves, cheats, patriots, all 

Pretend to hear, and to obey her call. 

Where fix we then ? — Each boasting thus his own. 
Say, does true Honor dwell with all, or none } 

The truth, my Lord, is clear: though impious 
pride 
Be ever self-ador'd, self-deify'd ; 
Though fools by passion or self-love betray'd, 
Pall down and worship what themselves have made ; 
Still does the Goddess, in her form divine. 
O'er each grim idol eminently shine ; 
Array'd in lasting majesty, is known 
Through every clime and age, unchang'd, and one* 

But how explor'd )>-^Take Reason lor your giiide^ 
Discard self-love ; set passion's glass aside ; 
Nor view her with the jaundkr'd eye of pride. 
Yet judge not rashly from a partial view 
Of what is wrong or right, or false or true ; 
Objects too near deceive th" observer's eye j 
Examine those which at a distance lie. 
Scarce it the itm&uiv^s hannaiiy des^'d 
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'Mi^t the tall column 's» and gay order's pride ; 
But tow'rd the destin'd point your sight remove* 
And this shall lessen still, ai^ that improve* 
New beauties gain upon your wond'ring eyes, 
And the fair Whole iBJiisit proportion rise* 
Thus Honor's true proportions best are seen, 
Where tj^ due length of ages licjS between : 
This separates pride from greatae^, show froxn 

worth, 
Dete£b false beauty, real grace caUs forth ; 
Points out what merits praise, wiiat laerits blame. 
Sinks in disgrace, or rises into fame. 

Come then, from pa^ examples let us prove 
What raises hate, contempt* cstetm^ or love. 

Caji greatness give true Honor ? can expence f 
Can luxury^ or can magnificence ? 

Wild is the purpose* and the ^uitless sum* 
Like a vile prostitute to bribe fair Kame s 
Persuasive splendor vninly tes^p^ Ker ear* 
And e'en all-poteot |^W.i^ bailed hecci. 
Ve pyramids, tjl«at onoe could thiseat tt^ skies* 
Aspiriog tow'rss.aod «lo»^d-WJi^t wonders* mei 
To latest age your £6un4/;r's pjGkde pi;Qclaim ; 
Record the tyrant's greatness ; tell his name i 
No more: — The treacherous brick and mould'ring 

stone 
Are »unk in du^t : xhd bc^tiag t,itle gon^ i 
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Pride's trophies swept by Time's devouring floods 
Th' inscription want, to tell where once they stood. 
But could they rival Nature, Time defy. 
Yet what record but Vice or Vanity ? 
His tlic true glory, though his name unknown. 
Will) tauglit the arch to swell ; to rise, the stone; 
Not his, whose wild command fair art obey'd. 
Whilst folly di6tated| or passion sway'd. 

No : spite of ^c^eatness, pride and vice are seeoi 
Shameful in pomp, conspicuously mean. 

'Ifi vain, O Studley, thy proud forests spread; 
In vain each gihicd turret rears its head ; 
In vain thy lord commands the streams to fall, 
Kxtcnds the view, and spreads the smooth canal. 
While guilt's black train each conscious walk in- 
vade, 
And cries of orphans haunt him in the shade. 
Mistaken man I by crimes to hope for fame ! 
'J'hy imag'd glory leads to real shame : 
Is villany self-hated ? thus to raise 
U])braiding monuments oi ioul disgrace ? 
Succeeding times, and ages yet unborn. 
Shall view the guilty scenes with honest scorn j 
Disdain each beauty thy proud folly plann'd. 
And curse the labors of oppression's hand. 

Next view the Hero in th' embattled field ; 
Tru« Houor's fruit can conquest's laurel yield f 
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^ Him only honor 'd, only lov'd we find, 

^' \Vho fights not to destroy, but save mankind:' 

* J*ELiDES* fury may our wonder move. 
But god-like Hector is the man we love. 
See William's sword a tyrant's pride disarm ; 

** See Lewis trembling under MARLB'Ro'sarm: 

* Say, which to human kind are friends or foes ; 

^ And who detests not These, and loves not Those? 
Conquest unjust can ne'er command applause ; 
*Tis not the vitl'ry charms you, but the cause : 
Not Caesar's self can feign the patriot's part, 
Nor his false virtues hide his poison'd heart : 
But round thy brows the willing laurels twine. 
Whose voice wak'd Freedom in the savage mine I 
Yes : truly glorious, only great is he, 

* Who conquers, or who bleeds for liberty. 

jv •* Heroes are much the same, the point's agreed^ 
•* From Macedonia's madman to the Swede." 
Like baleful comets flaming in the skies. 
At destin'd times th' appointed scourges rise ; 
Awhile in streaming lustre sweep along. 
And fix in wonder's gaze th' admiring throng; 
But Reason's eye detects the spurious ray. 
And the false blaze of glory dies way. 

Now all th' aerial cells of wit explore; 
The mazy rounds of science travel o'er ; 
Search all the deep recesses of the mind. 
And see, if there true Honor sit enshrui'd. 
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Alasy nor wit nor science this can boast. 
Oft' dashM with error, oft' in caprice lost I 
Transient as bright the short-liT'd bubbles fly I 
And modes of wit, and modes of acieiioe die. 
See Rab'lais once the idol of the age ; 
Yet now negle^ed lies the smutted page I 
Of once renown 'd Des Cartes how low the £iU|— 
His glory with his whiripools vanish all I 
See folly» wit— -«nd weakness, wisdom ^fttan^"*^ 
And Villars witty— Bacon wise in vain ! 
Oft' vice corrupts whkt sense and palts refine^ 
And clouds the splendor of the brightest Itne, 
Sullies what Congreve, and what Dryden writ,— * 
This, fashion's slave : as that, the slave of wit. 
In vain fair Genius bids the laurel shoot. 
The deadly worm thus eating at the root : 
Corroded thus, the greenest wreaths decay. 
And all the poet's honors fall away; 
Q^ick as autumnal leaves, the laurels fade. 
And drop on Rochester's and Otway's head. 

Where then is foimd trvx Houor^ heavenly 
fair? 
Ask Lonsdale, a^ your heart— -she didhites there. 

Yes : 'tis in Virtue That alone can giv« 

The lasting honor, and bid glory live : 

On Virtue's basis only fame can rise. 

To stan<i the storms of age, and reach tiie skies s 
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Arts, conquest, greatness, feel the stroke of fate, . 
Shrink sudden, and betray th' incumbent weight ; 
Time with contempt the faithless props surveys, 
** And buries madmen in the heaps they raise." 

'Tis Virtue only can the bard inspire. 
And 611 his raptUr'd breast with lasting fire : 
Touch'd by th' ethereal ray each kindled line 
Beams strong : still Virtue feeds the flame divine ; 
Where-e'er she treads she leaves her footsteps bright, 
In radiant tra6ls of never-dying light ; 
These shed the lustre o'er each sacred name, 
Give Spenser's clear, and Shakspe&e's noble 

flame; 
Blaze to the skies in Milton's ardent song, 
And kindle the brisk-sallying fire of Young ; 
These gild each humble verse in modest Gay; 
These give to Swift the keen, soul-piercing ray ; 
Mildly through Addison's chaste page they shine. 
And glow and warm in Pope's immortal line. 

■ Nor less the sage must live by Virtue's aid ; 
Truth must support him, or his glories fade; 
And truth and virtue differ but in name : , 

Like light and heat—- distinguish'd, yet the same. 

To truth and virtue the ascent is sure ; 
The wholesome stream implies the fountain pure ; 
To taste the spring we oft' essay ia vain : 
Deiep lies the source, too short is reason's chain ; 
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But those the issaesof ptare tniftfa we know^ 

Which in: clear strength through Virtue's channd 

flour: 
Error iir Tarn attempts the foal disguise. 
Still tasted in the bitter wave of vice ; 
Drawn from the springs of Falsehood- all confttsi- 
Each baneful drop that poisons happiness f 
Gordon's thin shallows^ Tindal's muddy page. 
And' Moi^gan^s gall, and Woolston's furious rage > 
Tlr' envenom'd stream that flows from Toland^ 

quill. 
And the rank dregs of Hobbes and Manderille*. 
DisCested names ? yet sentenc'd ne*er to die : 
Snatch 'd from oblivion's grave by infamy 1 

Insed^-opinions, hatch 'd by folly's ray^ 
Bask in the beam that wing'd them, for a day : 
Truths Phoenix -like immortal, though she dies. 
With strength renew 'd shall from her ashes rise. 

See how the lustre of th' Athenian sage 
Shines tlkrough the lengthen 'd gloom of many an aget 
Virtue alone' sa wide the beam could spread. 
And throw the feisting glory round his head. 
See t^WTOV ctlrase conjcfture's twilight ray, 
And light up nature into certain day ! 
He wide creation's trackless mazes trod ; 
A i|d hi each atom found the ruling God. 
Unrival'd pair ! with truth and virtue frawght! 
Whose Mves c«afirm'd whate'er their rtaso[> taught i 



Whose far-stretch'd views, and bright examples join'd 
A.t once t' enlighten and persuade mankind ! 
Hail names rever'd ! which time and truth proclaim 
The first and fairest in the list of fame. 

Kings, statesmen, patriots, thus to glory rise ; 
On virtue grows their fame, or soon it dies ; 
But grafted on the vigorous stock, 'tis seen 
Brighten'd by age, and springs in endless green : 
Pride, folly, vice, may blossom for an hour. 
Fed by court sun-shine, and poetic show'r ; 
But the pale tendrils, nurs'd by flattery's hand. 
Unwearied tendance, fresh supplies demand ; 
By heats unnatural push'd to sudden growth, 
They sicken at th' inclement blasts of truth ; 
Shook by th* weakest breath that passes by, 
Their colors fade, they wither, droop, and die. 

'Tis Virtue only that shall grow with time, 

Live through each age, and spread through every 

clime. 
See god -like patriots, gcn'rous, wise, and good. 
Stand in the breach, and stem corruption's flood I 
See martyr-bishops at the stake expire. 
Smile on the faggot, and defy its fire I 
How great in exile Hyde and Tully shonel 
How Alfred's virtues brighten'd all his throne t 
From worth like this unbidden glories stream ; 
Nor borrow'd Mate h asks^ nor fortune's beam; 
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Affli6lion's gloom but makes it still more bright. 
As the clear lamp shines clearest in the night. 

Thus various honors various states adorn. 
As different stars with different glories bum ; 
Their orbs too wider, as their sphere is higher ; 
Yet all partake the same celestial fire. 

See then heav'n's endless- bounty, and confess. 
Which gives in Virtue fame and happiness ; 
See mankind's folly, who the boon despise^ 
And grasp at pain and infamy in Vice ! 

Not so the man who mov'd by Virtue's laws. 
Reveres himself — and gains, not seeks applause ; 
Whose views concenter'd all to Virtue tend ; 
Who makes true glory but his second end : 
Still sway'd by what is fit, and just, and true. 
Who gives to all whate'er to all is due ; 
When parties mad sedition's garb put on. 
Snatches the highest praise — and is of none : 
Whilst round and round the veering patriots roll, 
Unshaken points to Truth, as to his pole ; 
Contemns alike what fadtions praise or blame ; 
O'er rumor's narrow orbit soars to fame : 
Unmov'd whilst malice barks, or envy howls. 
Walks firm to virtue through the scoffs of fools ; 
No minion flatters ; gains no selfish end ; 

His own — his king's — his country 's —mankind 
friend ; — 
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Him Virtue crowns with wreaths that ne'er decay ; 
And glory circles him with endless day. 

Such he who deep in Virtue roots his fame ; 
And such through ages shall be Lonsdale's name. 



TO THE EARL OF •••- 
BT WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, ES^ 



Poetif my Lord, by some unlucky fate 

Condemn'd to flatter the too easy great. 

Have oft, regardless of the heaven-born flame, 

Enshrin 'da title, and ador'd a name; 

For idol deities forsook the tnie. 

And paid to greatness what was virtue's due. 

Yet hear, at least, one recreant bard maintain 
Their incense vapor, and your honors vain : 
Teach you to scorn th' auxiliar props, that raisi 
The painted produce of these sun-shine days ; 
Proud from yourself, like India's worm, to wea 
Th' ennobling thread which fortune cannot give 
In two short precepts yoor whole lesson lies ; 
Would you be great 1— be viituoui. and be win 
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In elder time^ ere heralds yet were known 
To gild the vain with glories not their own \ 
Or in£uit language saw such terms prevail. 
As Fess and Chevron, Pale and Contrepale ; 
'Twas he alone the shaggy spoils might wear, 
Whose strength subdued the lion, or the bear ; 
For him the rosy spring with smiles beheld 
Her honors stript from every grove and field^ 
For him the rustic choirs with aongs advance ; 
For him the virgins form the annual fiance. 
Bom to protect, like Gods they hail the brave ; 
And sure 'twas godlike, to be born to save I 

In Turkey still these simple manners reign, 
Though Pharamond has liv'd, and Charlemagne : 
The cottage hind may there admitted rise 
A chief, or statesman, as his talent lies ; 
And all, but Othman's race, the only proud, 
Fall with their sires^ and min^e with the crowd. 

Politer courts, ingenious to extend 
The father's virtues, bid his pomps descend ; 
Chiefs premature with suasive wreaths adorn, 
And force to glory heroes yet unborn. 
Plac'd like Hamilcar's son, their paths confin'd, 
Forward they must, for monsters press behind ; 
Monsters more dire than Spain's, or Barca's snakes : 
If fame they grasp not, infamy o'ertakes. 
'TIS the same virtue's vigorous, just effort, 
Must grace alike 6t. James's, or the Porte s 
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Alike, my Lord, must Turk, or British peer^ 
Be to his King and to his country dear ; 
Alike must either honor's cause maintain. 
You to preserve a fame, and they to gain. 

For birth — ^precarious were that boasted gem, 

Though worth flow'd copious in the vital stream: 

(Of which a sad reverse historians preach, 

And sage Experience proves the truths they teach.) 

For say, ye great, who boast another's scars. 

And, like Busiris, end among the stars, 

What is this boon of Heaven ? dependent still 

Oo woman's weakness, and on woman's will. 

Might not, in Pagan days', and open air. 

Some wand'ring Jove surprise th' unguarded fair \ '* 

And did your gentle grandames always prove 

Stern rebels to the charms of lawless love ? 

And never pity'd, at some tender time, 

A dying Damian, withering in his prime ? 

Or, more politely to their vows untrue, 

Lov'd, and elop'd, as modern ladies do ? 

But grant them virtuous, were they all of birth i 
Did never nobles mix with vulgar earth. 
And city maids to envy'd heights translate, 
Subdu'd by passion, and decay 'd estate ? 
Or, sigh, still humbler, to the passing gales 
By turf- built cots in daisy-painted vales ? 
Who does not, Pamela, thy sufferings feel } 
Who has not wept at beauteous Grisel's wheel ; • 
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And each fiair Marchioness, that GafTia pours 
(Exotic sorrows) to Britannia's shores ? 

Then blamed us not, if backward to comply 
With your demands J we fear a forgety. • 
In spite of patents, and of kings decrees, 
And blooming coronets on parchment-trees, 
Your proofs are gone, your very claims are lost, 
But by the manners of that race you boast. 
O, if true virtue fires their generous blood. 
The feel for fame, the pant for public good^ 
The kind concern for innocence distrest, 
The Titus* wish to make a people blest, 
At every deed we see their father's tomb 
Shoot forth new laurels in eternal bloom; 
We hear the rattling car, the neighing steeds, 
A Poi^liers thunders, and a Cressy bleeds ! 
Titles and birth, like di'monds from the mine, 
Must by your worth be polish'd ere they shine; 
Thence drink new lustre, there unite their rays. 
And stream through ages one unsuUi'd blaze. 

But what avails the crest with flow'rets crown *d. 
The mother virtuous, or the sires renown'd, 
If, from the breathing walls, those sires behold 
The midnight gamester trembling for his gold : 
And see those hours, when sleep their toils re- 

pair'd, 
(Or if they wak'd, they wak'd for Britain's guacd,)^ 
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Now on kwxl loves hesiew'df wc dreach'd in wiim^ 
Drown and emhrute thf pajrticle diyiiifi ? 
How must they wish, with many a sigh, unheard 
The warmest prayer they eace te iieaven prefeRr'il 
When, not content with fame for kiAgdoms won. 
They sought aa added bpon, and ask'd ^ son ; 
That cloud eternal in their sky serene. 
That dull dead weight that drags them down ^ ment 
And speaks as^ plainly as the Muse's tongue, 
•* Frail were the sires from whence we noFtals 
sprung." 

Incense to such may breathe, but breathes in vain^ 
The dusky vapor but obscures the fane : 
Loretto's lady like, such patrons bear 
The flattering stains of many a live-long year ; 
Whilst but to shame them beams fi61itious day^ 
And their own filth th' eternal lamps betray. 
Tell us, ye names, preserv'd from Chaiies's tiraet 
In dedication prose, heroic rhymes ; 
Would ye not sow, with equal joy resign 
(Though taught to flow in Dryden's strain divine) 
The awj^ward virtues never meant to lit. 
The alien morals, and imputed wit. 
Whose wery praise but lends a fatal breath. 
To save expiring infamy from^de^^h \ 
And yet, in conquering vice small virtue lies ; 
The weak can shun it, and the vain despise. 
'Tis yoiirsy my Iiordf to form a nobler aim, 
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And build oa adiive merit eadless £une; 

Unlike the loiteriag, stiU forgotten crowd. 

Who, ev'n at best but negatively good. 

Through Sloth's dull roiuid drag out a leagth of 

days. 
While life 'a dim taper gradually decays ; 
And numbers fall, and numbers rise the sarae^ 
Their country's bujrden» and their nature's shame*. 

What though in youth, while flattering hopes pre- 
sume 
On health's vain flourish for long years to come. 
Thoughtless and gay a mad good- nature draws 
From followers flattery, and from crowds applause ;, 
Nay from the wise, by some capricious whim, 
Should, mix'd with pity, force a faint esteem : 
Yet will in age that syren charm prevail, 
When cares grow peevish, and when spirits fakX ^ 
Or amsit, de^is'd, each fool of fortune sigh 
O'er years mis- spent with retrospe^ve eye. 
Till pomp*s last honors load the pageant bier. 
And much solemnity without a tear ? 

/Tis yours with judgment nobly to bestow^ 
And treasure joys the bounteous only know. 
S^e, sav'd firdm sloth by you, with venial pride, . 
lAborious H^th the stubborn glebe divide ; 
Instrudled Want her folded arms unbend^ 
Ahd smiling lodustry the loom^attead* 
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Your's too the task to spread indulgent ease. 
Steal cares from wrinkled age, disarm disease ; 
Insulted Worth from proud oppression screen^ 
And give neglected Science where to lean. 
Titles, like standard flags, exalted rise, 
To tell the wretched where prote6tion lies ; 
And he who hears unmov'd Affli6tion's claim. 
Deserts his duty, and denies his name. 

Nor is't enough, though to no bounds confin'd, 
Your cares instruct, or bounties bless, mankind. 
'Tis yours, my Lord, with various skill to trace, 
By History's clue, the statesman's subtle maze ; 
Observe the springs that mov'd each nice machine, 
Not laid too open, and not drawn too thin ; 
From Grecia;> mines bring sterling pleasures home. 
And grace your Britain with the spoils of Rome. 
But chief that Britain^s gradual rise behold. 
The changing world's reverse, from lead to gold; 
Happy at last, through storms in freedom's cause. 
Through fierce prerogative, and trampled laws, 
To blend such seeming inconsistent things, 
As strength with ease, and liberty with kings. 
Know too, where Europe's wavering fates depend. 
What states can injure, and what states defend. 
Their strength, their arts, their policies your own ; 
And then, like Pelham, make that wisdom known. 
Wake every latent faculty of soul. 
Teach from your lips the glowing sense to roll, 
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Till listening senates bless the Idnd alarm, 
Convinced, not dazzled, and with judgment warm. 

Superior talents, on the great bestowM, 
Are heaven's peculiar instruments of good : 
Not for the few, who have them, are design'd : 
What flows from heaven must flow for all man- 
kind. 
Blush then, ye peers, who niggards of your store, 
Brood o'er the shining heap, nor make it more : 
Or, Wilmot like, at some poor fool's expence. 
Squander in wit the sacred funds of sense. 
Wisdom alone is true ambition's aim. 
Wisdom the source of virtue and of fame. 
Obtained with labour, for mankind employ 'd. 
And then, when most you share it, best enjoy'd. 

See ? on yon sea-girt isle the Goddess stands, 
And calls her vot'ries with applauding hands t 
They pant, they strain, they glow through climes un- 
known. 
With added strength, and spirits not their own. 
Hark! what loud shouts each glad arrival hail ! 
How full fame's fragrance breathes in every gale ! 
How tempting nod the groves for ever green ! 
— ^^ But tempests roar, and oceans roll between."— 
Yet sec, my Lord, your friends around you bniVc 
That roaring tempest, and contending wave. 
See *♦ laboring through the billowy tide ! 
Sec ♦ impatient for the adverse side ! 
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O rauch-lov'd youths! to Britain justly dear, 
Her spring, and promise of a fairer year. 
Success be theirs, whate'er their hopes engage. 
Worth grace their youth, and honors crown their 

age ; 
And every warmest wish sincere, and free, 
-My soul e'er breathes, O •♦♦, for thee ! 

Hard is your stated task by all allow'd, 
And modem greatness rarely burst the cloud. 
LuU'd high in Fortune's silken lap, you feel 
No shocks, no turns of her uncertain wheel l 
Amusements dazzle, weak admirers gaze. 
And flattery sooths, and indolence betrays. 
Yet still, my Lord, on happy peers attends 
That noble privilege, to choose their friends ; 
The wise, the good, are theirs, their call obey ; 
If pride refuse not, fortune points the way. 
Nor gfeat your toils, on wisdom's seas compared 
With theirs who shift the sail, or watch the card. 
For you, the sages every depth explore. 
For you the slaves of Science ply the oar ; 
And Nature's Genii fly with sails unfurl'd. 
The D&AKBt and Raleighs of the mental world. 

But stay— ^oo long mere English lays detain 
Your light-wing'd thoughts, that rove beyond the 

main: 
No fancy 'd voyage there expe6ts the gale, 
No allegoric zephyr swdils the sail. 
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— Yet, ere you go, ere Gallia's pomp invades 
The milder truths of Granta's peaceful shades. 
This verse at least be yours, and boldly tell. 
That if you fall, not unadvis'd you fell ; 
But, blest with virtue and with sense adorn'd, 
A willing vi6liin of the fools you scorn 'd. 



EPISTLE VII. 



TO 

rilOMJS ASHTON, ES^ 

[tutor to the earl of PLYMOUTH.] 

Written from Florence, In the Year 1740. 

Sr THE HONORABLE HORACE WALPOLE. 



When flourished with their state th* Athenian name, 

And Learning and Politeness were the same, 

Philosophy with gentle art refin'd 

Tb.e honest roughness of th* unpra6lis'd mind : 

She caird the latent beams of Nature forth, 

Guided their ardor, and insur'd their worth. 

She pois'd th* impetuous Warrior's vengeful steel, 

Mark'd true Ambition from destructive Zeal, 

Po'nted what lustre on that laurel blows. 

Which Virtue only on her sons bestows. 

Hence clement Cimon of unspotted fame. 

Hence Aristides' ever fav'rite name ; 

Heroes, who knew to wield the righteous spear. 

And guard their native tow'rs from foreign fear; 



Epist, Vlt. ftTHIC EPISTLES. 49 

Or in firm bands of social Pdace to bind 
Their Country's good, and benefit mankind, 
She trim'd the thoughtful Statesman's nightly oil, 
Confirm 'd his mind beneath an empire's toil, 
Or with him to his silent villa stole. 
Gilded his cv'ning hours, and harmoniz'd hi» 
soul. 

To woods and caves she never bade retreat, 
Nor fix'd in cloyster'd monkeries her seat : 
No lonely precepts to her sons enjoin'd. 
Nor taught them to be men, to shun mankind. 
Cynics there were, an uncouth selfish race. 
Of manners foul,* and boastful of disgrace : 
Brutes, whom no Muse has ever lov'd to name. 
Whose Ignominy is their only fame. 
No hostile trophies grace their honor*d urn. 
Around their tomb no sculptur'd Virtues mourn ; 
Nor tells the marble into emblems grav*d, 
An Art discovered, or a City sav*d. 

Be this the goal to which the Briton-Peer 
Exalt his hope, and press his young career I 
Be this the goal to which, my Friend, may you 
With gentle skill diredl his early view ! 
Artful the various studies to dispense, 
And melt the schoolman*s jargon down to sense. 

See the pedan^c Teacher, winking dull, 
The lettered Tyrant of a trembling school*. 
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Teaching by force, and proving by a frown. 

His lifted fasces ram the lesson down. 

From tortured strains of eloquence he draws 

Barbaric precepts and unmeaning laws, 

By his own sense would Tully*s word expound, 

And a new Vandal tramples classic ground. 

Perhaps a Bigot to the learned page. 
No modern custom can his thoughts engage ; 
His little farm by Georgic rules he ploughs. 
And prunes by metre the luxuriant boughs. 
Still from Aratus' sphere or Maro's signs. 
The future calm or tempest he divines, 
And fears if the prognostic Raven's found 
Expatiating alone along the dreary round. 

What scanty precepts ! studies how confin'd I 
Too mean to fill your comprehensive mind : 
Unsatisfy'd with knowing when or where 
Some Roman Bigot rais'd a Fane to Fear ; 
On what green medal Virtue stands expressed. 
How Concord's pi6lur'd, Liberty how drcss'd ; 
Or with wise Ken judiciously define. 
When Pius marks the honorary coin 
Of Caracalla, or of Antonine. 

Thirsting for knowledge, but to know the right 
Through judgment's optic guide th' illusive sight, 
To let in rays on Reason's darkling cell, 
And Prejudice's lagging mists dispel ; 
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For this you turn the Greek and Roman page, 

Weigh the contemplative and a6live Sage, 

And cull some useful flowV from each heroic Age. 

Thence teach the Youth the necessary art, 
To know the Judge's from the Critic's part; 
Shew how ignoble is the passion, Fear, 
And place some patriot Roman's model near ; 
Their bright examples to his soul instil. 
Who knew no Fear, but that of doing ill. 
Tell him, 'tis all a cant, a trifle all. 
To know the folds that from the Toga fall, 
The Clavus' breadth, the Bulla's golden round, 
And every leaf that every Virtue crown'd ; 
But shew how brighter in each honest breast 
Than in her shrine, the Goddess stood confessed. 

Tell him, it is not the fantastic Boy, 
Elate with pow'r and swell'd with frantic joy, 
^Tis not a slavish Senate, fawning, base, 
Can stamp with honest fame a worthless race ; 
Though the false Coin proclaim him great and wise| 
Thy tyrant's life shall tell that Coin, it lies. 

But when your early Care shall have design'd 
To plan the Soul and mould the waxen Mind ; 
When you shall pour upon his tender Breast 
Ideas that must stand an Age*s test, 
Oh ! there imprint with strongest deepest dye 
The lovely fonn of Goddess Liberty I 
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For her in Senates be he trainM to plead. 
For her in battles be he taught to bheed. 
Lead him where Dover's rugged cliff r«soiuids 
With dashing seas, fair Freedom's honest bounds, 
Point to yon azure Car bedropp'd with gold. 
Whose weight the necks of Gallia's sons uphold ; 
Where proudly sits an iron-scepter'd Q^een, 
And fondly triumphs o'er the prostrate scene. 
Cry, That is Empire ! shun her baleful path. 
Her Words are Slavery, and her Touch is Death! 
Through wounds and blood the Fury drives her wvft 
And murthers half, to make tlie rest her prey. 

Thus spoke each Spartan Matron, as she dress*d 
With the bright cuirass the young soldier's breast i 
On the new warrior's tender-sinew'd thigh. 
Girt Fear of Shame and Love of Liberty. 

StcePd with such precepts, for a, caiise so good» 
What scanty bands the Persian host withstood I 
Before die sons of Greece let Asia tell 
How fled her Monarch, how her Millions fell ! 
When arra'd for Liberty, a Few how brave I 
How weak a Multitude, where each a Slave ! 
No welcome Faulchiga till'd their fiainting hand^ 
No Voice inspired of favorite Command : 
No Peasant fought for wealthy lands possessed. 
No fond remembrance warm'd thp Parent's breast: 
They saw their lands for royal riot groan. 
And toird in vain for banquets^ not th^ij; own; 
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They saw their imfant Race to bonds^ rise, 
And frequent heard the ravish*d Virgin's cries, 
Dishonor'd but to cool a transient gust 
Of some luxurious Satrap's barb*rous lust. 

The greatest curses any Age has known 
Have issued from the Temple of the Throne ; 
Extent of ill from Kings at first begins, 
But Priests must aid, and consecrate their sins. 
The torturM Subjeft might be heard complain. 
When sinking under a new weight of chain, 
Or more rebellious might perhaps repine. 
When tax*d to dow'r a titled Concubine, 
But the Priest christens all a Right Divine. 

When at the altar a new Monarch kneels, 
What conjur*d awe upon the people steals ! 
The chosen He adores the precious oil. 
Meekly receives the solemn charm, and while 
The Priest some blessed nothings mutters o'er. 
Sucks in the sacred grease at every pore: 
He seems at once to shed his mortal skin, 
And feels Divinity transfusM within. 
The trembling Vulgar dread the royal Nod, 
And worship God's anointed, more than God. 

Such Sanation gives the Prelate to such Kings 1 
So mischief from those hallow*d fountains springs. 
But bend your eye to yonder harrass'd plains, 
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Where King and Priest in one united reigns ; 

See fair Italia mourn her holy state, 

And droop oppressed beneath a papal weight : 

Where fat Celibacy usurps the soil. 

And sacred Sloth consumes the peasant's toil : 

The holy drones monopolize she sky, 

And }>lunder by a vow of Poverty. 

The Christian Cause their lewd profession taints; 

Unlearn 'd, unchaste, uncharitable Saints. 

Oppression takes Religion's hallow'd name. 
And Priest-ciafc knows to play the specious game. 
Behold how each enthusiastic fool 
Of du6hle piety, becomes their tool : 
Observe with how much art, what fine pretence^ 
They hallow Foppery and combat Sense. 

Some hoary Hypocrite, grown old in sin. 
Whose thought of heav'n with his last hours begin. 
Counting a chaplet with a bigot care. 
And mumbling somewhat 'twixt a charm and pray'r, 
Hugs a dawb'd image of his injurM Lord, 
And squeezes out on the dull idol-board 
A sore-ey'd gum of tears ; the flannel Crew 
With cunning joy the fond repentance view. 
Pronounce Him blessM, his miracles proclaim. 
Teach the slight crowd t* adore his hallow'd name. 
Exalt his praise above the Saints of old. 
And coin his sinking conscience into Gold. 
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Or when some Pontiff with imperious hand 
Sends forth his edi6l to excise the land, 
The tortur'd Hind unwillingly obeys, 
And mutters curses as his mite he pays ! 
The subtle Priest th* invidious name forbears, 
Asks it for holy use or venal pray'rs; 
Exhibits all their trumpery to sale, 
A bone, a mouldy morsel, or a nail : 
Th' idolatrous Devout adore ^he show, 
And in full streams the molten offerings flow. 

No Pagan obje6l, nothing too profane. 
To aid the Romish zeal for Christian gain. 
Each Temple with new weight of idols nods, 
And borrowed Altars smoke to other Gods. 
Prometheus' Vulture Matthew's Eagle proves ; 
And heav'nly Cherubs sprout from heathen Love&; 
Young Ganymede a winged Angfil stands 
By holy Lulce, and didlates God's commands : 
Apollo, though degraded, still can bless. 
Rewarded with a Sainthood, and an s. 
Each convert Godhead is apostoliz'd, 
And Jove himself by Peter's name baptiz'd, 
Astarte shines in Jewish Mary's fame. 
Still Q^een of heav'n, another and the same. 

While the proud Priest the sacred Tyrant reigns 
^ Of empty cities and dispeopled plains. 
Where fetter'd Nature is forbid to rove 
In the free commerce of productive Love : 
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Behold imprison 'd with her barren kind. 
In gloomy cells the votive Maid confin'd; 
Faint streams of blood, by long stagnation weak. 
Scarce tinge the fading damask of her cheek ; 
In vain she pines, the holy Faith withstands. 
What Nature dictates and what God commands; 
But if some sanguine He, some lusty Priest 
Of jollier morals taste the tempting feast. 
From the strong grasp if some poor babe arise. 
Unwelcome, unindear*d, it instant dies ; 
Or poisons blasting soon the hasty joy, 
Th' imperfect seeds of infant life destroy. 

Fair Modesty, thou virgin tender-ey'd. 
From thee the Muse the grosser afts must hide. 
Nor the dark cloister's mystic rites display, 
Whence numVous brawny Monkhoods waste awa 
And unprolific, though forsworn, decay. 

Britannia smiling, views her golden plains 
From mitred bondage free and papal chains ; 
Her jocund Sons pass each unburthen'd day 
Securely quiet, innocently gay : 
Lords of themselves the happy Rustics sing. 
Each of his little tenement the King. 
Twice did usurping Rome extend her hand, 
To reinslave the new-deliver'd land ; 
Twice were her sable bands to battle warm'd. 
With pardons, bulls, and texts, and murthers arm' 
With Peter's sword and Michael's lance were sent, 
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And whate'er stores supply 'd the Church's armament. 
Twice did the gallant Albion race repel 
The Jesuit legions to the gates of hell ; 
Or whate'er Angel, friend to Britain, took 
Or William's or Eliza's guardian look. 

Arise, young Peer ! shine forth in such a cause I 
Who draws the sword for Freedom, justly draws. 
Refle6t how dearly was that Freedom bought j 
For that, how oft your ancestors have fought ; 
Through the long series of our princes down. 
How wrench' d some right from each too potent 
Crown. 

See abjeft John, that vassal -Monarch, see! 
Bow down, the royal neck, and crouch the supple 

knee ! 
Oh ! prostitution of imperial State 1 
To a vile Romish Priest's vile Delegate. 
Him the bold Barons scorning to obey, 
And be the subje^s of a subje6l sway ; 
Heroes whose names to latest fame shall shine, 
Aw*d by no visions of a Right Divine, 
That bond by eastern Politicians wrought. 
Which ours have learnt, and Rabbi Doctors taught^ 
To straiter banks restrain 'd the Royal Will, 
That great prerogative of d<Hng ill. 

To late example and experience dead, 
See Henry in his Father's footsteps tread. 
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Too yoimjj^ to govern, immature to pow'r. 

His early follies haunt his latest hour. 

His nobles injiirM, and his realms oppress'd. 

No violated Senate's wrongs redressM, 

His hoary age sinks in the teebie wane 

Of an inglorious, slighted, tedious reign. 

The Muse too long with idle glories fed. 
And train 'd to trumpet o'er the warlike dead. 
The wanton fain on giddy phuncs would soar, 
To Gallic Loire and Jordan's humbled shore ; 
Again would teach the Saracen and Gaul, 
At Edward's and at Henry's name to fall ; 
Romantic heroes ! prodigal of blood ; 
What numbers stain'd each ill-disputed flood ! 
Tools to a Clergy I warring but to feast 
With spoils of provinces each pamper'd Priest. 
Be dumb, foiirl Maid ; thy sacred ink nor spill 
On specious 1 yrants, popularly ill ; 
Nor be thy comely locks with Roses dight 
Of either viclor color, Red or White. 

Foil'd the assassin King, in union blow 
The blended flow'rs on seventh Henry's brow. 
Peace lights again on the forsaken strand. 
And bunish'd plenty re-assumes the land. 
No nodding crest the crouching infant frights. 
No clarion rudely breaks the bride's delights ; 
Reposing sabres seek their ancient place 
To bristle round a gaping Gorgon's face. 
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The wearied arms grotesquely deck the wall, 
And tatter'd trophies fret the Royal hall. 
Put Peace in vain on the blood-fatten'd plains 
From her exuberant horn her treasures rains : 
She deals her gifts ; but in an useless hour, 
To glut the iron hand of griping Pow*r : ' 
Such Lancaster, whom harrass'd Britain saw, 
Mask'd in the garb of antiquated Law : 
More politic than wise, more wise than great : 
A legislator to enslave the state ; 
Coolly malicious ; by design a knave : 
More mean than false, ambitious more than brave i 
Attached to Interest's more than Honor's call ; 
More strict than just, more covetous than all. 

Not so the Reveller profuse, his Son, 
His contrast course of tyranny begim ; 
Robust of limb, and flush'd with florid grace, 
Strength nerv'd his youth, and squar'd his jovial face. 
To feats of arms and carpet combats prone. 
In either field the vigorous monarch shone : 
Mark*d out for riot each luxurious day 
In tournaments and banquets danc'd away. 
But shift the scene, and view what slaughters stain 
Each frantic period of his barb'rous reign : 
A Tyrant to the people whom he rul'd, 
By every potentate he dealt with, fool'd : 
Sold by one minister, to all unjust ; 
Sway'd by each dictate of distemper 'd lust; 
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Changing each worship that controul'd the bent 
Of his adulterous will, and lew'd intent } 
Big in unwieldy majesty and pride, 
And smear'd with Q^ieens and Martyrs bloody He 
dy'd. 

Pass we the pious Youth too slightly seen ; 
The murd'rous zeal of a weak Romish Q^een : 
Nor with faint pencil, impotently vain. 
Shadow the glories of Eliza's reign. 
Who *s still too great, though some few faults she haul, 
To catalogue with all those Royal bad. 

Arise, great James! thy course of wisdom run! 
Image of David's philosophic Son! 
He comes ! on either hand in seemly state, 
Knowledge and Peace, his fondled handmaidsi wait t 
Obscurely learn'd, elaborately dull. 
Of quibbling cant and grace fanatic full. 
Thron'd in full senate, on his pedant tonii^ue. 
These for six hours each weighty morning hung; 
For these each string of royal pow'r he strain'd. 
For these he sold whatever Eliza gain'd ; 
For these he squander'd every prudent store 
The frugal Princess had reserv'd before. 
On pension 'd sycophants and garter 'd boys, 
Tools of his will, and minions of his joys. 
For these he let his beggar'd daughter roam ; 
Bubbled, for these, by Spanish art at home ; 
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For th«se, to sum the blessings ofhis reign, 
Poison'd one son and t'other sent to Spain. 

Retire, stri^ Muse, and thy impartial verse 
In pity spare on Charles's bleeding herse : 
Or all his ^Eiults in blackest notes translate 
To tombs where rot the authors of his fate ; 
To lustful Henrietta's Romish shade. 
Let all his a6ls of kiwless pow'r be htid ; 
Or to the Priest, more Romish stiH than her ; 
And whoe'er made his gentte virtues err. 

On the next Prince, expellM his native land, 
In vain Affli^ion laid her iron hand ; 
Fortune, or fair or frowning, on his soul 
Could stamp no virtue, and no vice controul : 
Honor, or morals, gratitude or truth, 
Nor learn 'd his ripen'd age, nor knew his youth ; 
The care of Nations left to whores or chance, 
Plund'rer of Britain, pensioner of France; 
Free to buffoons, to ministers deny'd. 
He liv'd an atheist, and a bigot dy'd. 

The reins of Empire, or resign *d or stole. 
Are trusted next to James's weak controul ; 
Him, meditating to subvert the laws, * 
His Hero Son in Freedom's beauteous cause 
Rose to chastise : unhappy still ! howe'er 
Posterity the gallant action bear. 
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Thus have t try'd of Kings and Priests to sing. 
And all the ills that from their vices spring; 
While vidlor George thunders o'er either Spain, 
Revenges Britain and asserts the Main ; 
To willing Indians deals our equal laws, 
And from his Country's voice afFe6ls applause ; 
What time fair Florence on her peaceful shore, 
Free from the din of war and battle's roar. 
Has lap'd me trifler in inglorious ease, 
Modelling precepts that may serve and please ; 
Yours is the task — and glorious is the plan, 
To build the Free, the Sensible, Good Man. 



EPISTLE Vm. 



TO THE 



LORD vise. BEAU CHAMP, 

[Son of Algernon Earl of Hertford, afterwards Duke of Somerset. 3 



WRITTEN IN THE YEAR M DCC XXXV-VI. 

BY JOHN DALTON, D.D. 



My Lord, 

'' What is Nobility?" you wish to know. 

The real substance stripp'd of all its show : 

And can you then the honest freedom bear 

Of truths I ought to tell, and you to hear ? 

Or shall 1 say — " Such beauty, birth, estate, 

** Must make their owner lov'd, and make him great I 

** Above the mean restraint of vulgar rules, 

•* Your will a law, plebeians but your tools, 

" While mingling with your blood each honor flows, 

«* And in each pulse a Percy*s ardor glows ?" 

Not so the Muse : she teaches you to know. 
How vain those honors you to others owe I 



{ 
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Who rise to glory, must by virtue rise, 
'Tis in the mind all genuine greatness lies : 
On that eternal base, on that alone. 
The world's esteem you build, and more — ycMi 
own. 

Tho' Percy, Seymour, mighty names I combine 
To swell your blood, to dignify your line ; 
For you tho' fortune all her stores has spread, 
And beauty points to pleasure's rosy bed ; 
Yet what avail birth, fortune's store. 
The plume of title, and the pride of power, 
If deaf to virtue, deaf to honor's call, 
To tyrant vice a wretched slave you fall ? 
To vice, paternal laurels you must yield ; 
Revers'd each triumph, lost eacli purple field ; 
Your sires no more their captive foes detain. 
You pay the ransom, and you break the chain ; 
No more your high-descended fame we view. 
No Hertford fought, no Percy bled for you. 

I know, my Lord, ambition fills your mind. 
And in life's voyage is th' impelling wind ; 
But at the helm let sober reason stand. 
And steer the bark, with heaven-diredled hand : 
So shall you safe ambition's gales receive. 
And ride securely, tho' the billows heave ; 
So shall you shun the giddy hero's fate. 
And by her influence be both good and great. 
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She bids you first, in life's soft vernal hours, 
"With a6tive industry, wake nature's powers ; 
With rising years, still rising arts display ; 
With new- bom graces, mark each new-born day. 
'Tis now the time young passion to command, 
While yet the pliant stem obeys the hand ; 
Guide now the courser with a steady rein. 
Ere yet he bounds o'er pleasure's flowery plain : 
In passion's strife, no medium you can have ; 
You rule a master, or submit a slave. 
** For whom these toils, you may perhaps enquire ;*' , 
First for yourself : Next nature will inspire 
The filial thought, fond wish, and kindred tear. 
Which make the parent and the sister dear : 
To these, in closest bands of love, ally'd. 
Their joy or grief you live, their shame or pride : 
Hence timely learn to make their bliss your own. 
And scorn to think or a6l for self alone ; 
Hence bravely strive upon your own to raise 
Their honor, grandeur, dignity, and praise. 

But wider far, beyond the narrow bound 
Of family, ambition searches round ; 
Searches to find the friend's delightful face, 
The friend at least demands the second place. 
And yet beware : for most desire a friend 
From meaner motives, not for virtue's end. 
There are, who with fond favor's fickle gale 
Now sudden swell, and now contract their sail : 
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This week devour, the next with sickening eye j 

Avoid, and cast the sully'd play-think by ; 

There are, who, tossing in the bed of vice. 

For flattery's opiate give the highest price ; 

Yet from the saving hand of friendship turn. 

Her med'cines dread, her generous offers spunu 

Deserted greatness ! who but pities thee ^ 

By crowds encompassM, thou no friend can'st 

Or should kind truth invade thy tender car. 

We pity still ; for thou no truth can'st hear. 

Ne'er grudg'd thy wealth to swell an useless state, 

Yet, frugal, deems th** expence of friends t6o great { 

For friends, ne*er mixing in ambitious strife. 

For friends, the richest furniture of life 1 

Be your's, my Lord, a nobler, higher aim. 
Your pride to bum with friendship's sacred llaney 
By virtue kindled, by like manners fed. 
By mutual wishes, mutual favors spread, 
Increas'd with years, by candid truth refin*d. 
Pour all its boundless ardors thro' your mind. 
Be your's the care a chosen band to gain ; 
With them to glory's radiant summit strain. 
Aiding and aided each, while all contend. 
Who best, who bravest, shall assist his friend. 

Thus still should private friendships spread amuA 
Till in their joint embrace the public's found. 
The common friend! — then all her good exploiey 
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Explored, pursue with «a£h unbiass'd power. 
But chief the greatest should her laws revere^ 
Ennobling honors, which she bids them* wear* 
A British noble is a dubious name, 
Of lowest infamy, or highest fame : 
Born to redreos an injur'd orphan's cause. 
To smogdi th' unequal frown of rigid laws ; 
To stand an isthmus of our well-mixM state, 
Where riyal powers with restless billows beat. 
And from each side alike the fury fling 
Of maddening commons, or incroaching Icing. 
How mean, who scorns his country's sacred voice I 
By birth a patriot, but a slave by choice. 
How great, who answers this illustrious end, 
WhoiiQ prinoe and people call their eiqual friend 1 
** Yes, there I'll i«6t ; amlHtion toils m more* 
** That goal attain'd» sure her long race is o'er.' 
Alas! 'tis ^arce begun I amWtioQ ^mlfi$ 
At the poor limits of the Mtiab isles;; 
She o'er the ^U>be exfiatAates uncoiiNfiQ*d, 
Expands with christian charity the miiidy 
And pants to he the friend of all maakiod. 
Her country all beneath one ambient sky > 
Whoe'er beholds yon radiant orbs on high. 
To whom ODe sun impartial gives the day. 
To whom. the siWer moon iier milder ray. 
Whom the same water, eaith, and air sustain, 
0*er whom one parent-king extends his reign^ 
Are her compatriots all; by her belov'4i. 
In nature near, tho' far by space remov*d j 
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On common earth, no foreigner she knows ; 
No foe can find, or none but virtue's foes : 
Ready she stands her cheerful aid to lend. 
To want and woe an undemandcd friend ; 
Nor thus advances others bliss alone ; 
But in the way to theirs still finds her own. 
Their's is her own. What, should your ti^r ^^ 
Ten thousand, burns it to yourself less bright ? j 

** Men are ungrateful." — Be they so, that dazet ! 
Is that the giver's, or receiver's care i ' 

Oh 1 blind to joys, that from true bounty flow, I 

To think, those e'er repent whose hearts bestow I ! 

Man to his Maker thus best homage pays. 
Thus peaceful walks thro* Virtue*s pleasing ways t 
Her gentle image on the soul imprest 
Bids each tempestuous passion leave the breast : 
Thence with her livid self-devouring snakes 
Pale Envy flies j her quiver Slander breaks : 
Thus falls (dire scourge of a distradted age !) 
The knave-led, onc-ey'd monster, Party.Rage. 
Ambition jostles with her friends no more ; 
Nor thirsts Revenge to drink a brother's gore ; 
'Vury-Rcniorse do stinging scorpion rears; 
O'er trembling Guilt no falling sword appears. 
Hence Conscience, void of blame, her front ere6Ui 
Her God she fears, all other fear rejects. 
Hence Just Ambition boundless splendors crown, 
And hence she calls eternity her own. 
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Thus your lov'd Scipio past his glorious days, 
Blest with his kindred's, friend's, and country's 

praise. 
Nor ended there the human hero's thought, 
Nor in the Roman was the man forgot ; 
In the deaf battle hearing nature's call, 
He doom'd with tears a rival empire's fall. 
The world's great patriot he ! — ^by fame inspir'd, 
His youth each art adom'd, each virtue fir'd ; 
He thro' Rome's sons the brave contagion spread. 
Now led to conquest, now to wisdom led; 
Pleas'd, or to still the forum's civil roar. 
Or muse, Cajeta, on thy bending shore; 
Free from affairs, unfetter'd with parade, 
To taste a friend amid the rural shade : 
There deigns to mingle in immortal lays, 
Ther^ deep thro' time his country's fate surveys, 
While from his tongue sublimest precepts flow— 
<< How man but sojourns on this spot below, 
** How mortal fame is to a point confin'd, 
«* Heaven only fit to fill th' immortal mind ; 
** For heaVen, how virtue can alone prepare, 
** And vice wou'd find herself unhappy there." 
Hence, loos'd from earth, his pure afie6lions soar 
Where sensual pleasure cheats the soul no more. 
Beneath his feet do nations treasures lie ? 
Millions he views with unretorted eye. 
His country's manners does corruption drown ? 
He, blameless censor! stems them by his own« 
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Did kHigdoms grosat ? he bade oppression ceaae^ 
Sterfi tynnts awM, and hush'd the world to peace. 
Did justice call ? he car*d not what became 
Of life, or of life's sweetest breathe hts fkme t 
For her, he dar'd the nobles; peoples hate. 
For her he liv'd, for her resign 'd to fate- 
These were his honors, his high triumphs these t 
Oh 1 hbw unlike the slaves of wealth and ease : 
With plenty curst, to make their life a void. 
Too great, too noble to be well empk>y*d. 
They seek some livery 'd friend to drag away 
The heavy, cumberous, miserable day. 



There are, my Lord, that with unfeeling 
A Scipio's, Sydney's^ Falkland's glory hear, 
Unmov'd a Lonsdale's spotless honor see. 
Wise, studious, generous, loyal, just, and free I 
Are proof to every lure of honest fame; 
And yet of sycophants would buy a name ; 
Hence birds of throat obscene, and greedy maw^ 
The chattering magpye, the tale-bearing daw, 
Rooks, vultures, harpies, their vile board strrround, 
While frighted merit fiies th' nnhallow'd ground. 
Flies to the private shade, the pure retreat^ 
And to their flatterers leaves the proud and gttttt^ 
What tho' thett hands ne'er hold Britamita's reia^ 
Nor swords e'er seek her foes on crimson pfaim ? 
Yet, Blount shall own they drive six horsed well, 
And Mordington's their bolder courage tell. 
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Their name with Mordaunt's Pope disd^ns to sii^. 
Yet with their triumphs does Newmarket ring. • 
What though, ye Fairl they break thro' honor's 

laws ; 
Yet hence they gain a modish world's applause: 
Receiv'd, repuls'd, their boast is still the same. 
And still they triumph o'er each injur'd name. 
Their vote, we know, ne'er rais'd the droqping state. 
But rescu'd operas from impen^ng fate. 
Their bounty never bids Affliction smile. 
But pampers fidlers with the tradesman's spoil. 
No Goth to learning e'er was foe so fell, 
Yet their bought praises dedications swell ; 
Yet White's allows them, in a length of years, 
The first of sharpers, though the last of peers. 

In vain for such may domes on domes arise. 
With heads audacious, and invade the skies ; 
In vain dishonour'd stars dart mimic rays, 
To give their sordid breasts a borrowed blaze ; 
In vain with lordly rule, their wide domains 
Swell hundred hills, and spread an hundred plains : 
If mean, still meaner by their lofty state, 
(So statues lessen by a base too great) 
With birth ignoble, poor amid their store, 
Obscur'd by splendor, impotent,with power, 
By titles stain'd, with beauty unadom'd. 
Courted by flattery, but by merit scom'd. 
The slaves of slaves, corruption's dirty tpols,. 
The prey of villains, and the gaze of fools. 
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Rise theiiy my Lord, with noble ardor risel 
And whilst your sires before your ravish'd eyes 
Pass in a grand review, oh ! pant for fame. 
And by your a6tions dignify their name. 
Transmitting thence, with heightened lustre dow 
Honors, that may your future offspring crown 1 

That sight the Muse with pleasing hope 
veys, 
While to the blissful hour her fancy strays. 
When in the Hertford of another age 
The same fair virtues shall your soul engage ; 
The same soft meekness and majestic mien 
Shall cheer the private, grace the public scene. 
From her, to glad at once your ears, and eyes, 
A fair Eliza shall with spirit rise, 
With lively humor, yet devoid of blame. 
And be, with sweet variety, the same ; 
O'er some blest heart confirm her lasting sway, 
With reason sprightly, and with goodness gay. 
When to another Beauchamp you shall owe 
Those joys, that with your dawning virtues grow. 
In him again be born, again shall live, 
And take that happiness, which now you give. 
Heaven has on you pour'd down his kindest show 
Health, riches, honors, bless 'd your natal hour ; 
At once an elegance of form and mind. 
To please, to serve, and to adorn your kind ; 
In manners gentle, but in genius strong; 
Tho' gay, collected, and polite, tho' young. 
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These bounteous Heaven bestows ! 'tis your's to raise 
His gifts, and from their use derive your praise : 
His the material, your's the work must be ; 
Your choice, my Lord, is fame or infamy. 

Oh ! should your virtues in pure current flow, 
And wealth and pleasure all around bestow. 
Till earth no more their length 'ning stream can 

bound. 
Nor sinks their fame in time's vast ocean drown'd. 
Say, might the Muse to future age declare. 
They were her early honor and her care ? 
That by her hand the bubbling fount was clear'd. 
That, following where the mazy rill appear'd. 
She form'd their channel, and their course she steer'd ^ 
Might then this fond ambitious verse pretend, 
She taught the pupil, yet preserv'd the friend ; 
First twin'd the wreaths, that shall your temples 

^ crown, 
Still in your glory happier than her own ? 
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Sr LORD HER rET. 



Thou dearest youth, who taught'st me 6nt toki 
What pleasures from a real fnendship flow; 
Where neither interest nor desgn have put. 
But all the warmth is native of the heart ; 
Thou know'st to comfort, sooth, or entertainy** 
Joy of my health, and cordial of my pain. 
When life seem'd failing on her latest stage. 
And fell disease anticipated age ; 
When wasting sickness and afflictive pain. 
By Aesculapius' sons oppos'd in vain, 
Forc'd me reludbuit, desperate, to explore 
A warmer sun, and seek a milder shore ; 
Thy steady love with unexampled truth. 
Forsook each gay companion of thy youth, 
Whate'cr the prosp'rous or the great employs, 
Bus'ness and interest, and love's softer joys. 
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The weary steps of mi»'ry to attcady 
To share diBtress, and make a wretch thy frieiML 
If o'er the mountain's snowy height we stray. 
Where Carthage first explored the vent'rous-ws^ S 
Or through the taintecf air of Rome's pareh'd plaina^ 
Where Want resides,, and Superstkio» reigns ; 
Cheanrful and nnrepining, stiU you bear 
Each dangerous rigor of the various year ; 
And kindly anxious for thy friead atooe. 
Lament his snff 'rings, and fergpet thy owb. 
Oh I would kind Heav'n, these tedious sufF'rings past^ 
Permit me Ickworth, rest, and health at last, 
In that lov*d shade, my youth's delightful seat. 
My early pleasure, and my late retreat. 
Where lavish Nature's favorite blessings flow, 
And ail the Seasons all their sweets bestow ; 
There might I trifle carelesly away 
.The milder evening of life's clouded day, 
Frombus'ness and the world's intrusion free, 
With books, with love, with beauty, and with thee 
No farther want, no wish yet unpossest 
Could e'er disturb this unambitious breast. 
Let those who Fortune's shining gifts implore. 
Who sue for glory, splendor, wealth, or pow'r, 
View this una6tive state with scornful eyes, 
And pleasures they can never taste, despise ; 
Let them still court that goddess' falser joys. 
Who, while she grants their pray'r, their peace de- 
stroys. 
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I envy not the foremost of the great. 

Not Walpole's self, dircfting Europe's fote ; 

Still let him load Ambition's thorny shrine. 

Fame be his portion, and contentment miile. 

But if the god9, sinister still, deny 

To live in Ickworth, let me there but die ; 

Thy hand to close my eyes in death's long night, 

Thy image to attract their latest sight : 

Then to the grave attend thy poet's herse. 

And love his mem'ry as you lov'd his verse. 
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f'o the Same. 

PROM HAMPTON-COURT, X731 

By the Same, 



Bono toco res humanae sunt, quod nemot niti vitio taO( miser est. 

Seneca in KpitC. 

' - ■ - — 



W^HiLST in the fortunes of the gay and great. 
The glare of courts, and hixury of state ; 
All that the meaner covet and deplore, 
The pomp of wealth, and insolence of pow'r! 
Whilst in these various scenes of gilded life. 
Of fraud, ambition, policy, and strife ; 
Where every word is dictated by art. 
And every face the mask of every heart ; 
Whilst with such difF'rent objedls entertain'd, 
In all that's really felt, and all that's feign'd, 
1 speculate on human joys and woes, 
'Till from my pen the verse spontaneous flows; 
To whom these artless ofF'rings should I brin^ 
To whom these undigested numbers aingt 
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But cu a friend ' — and to what friend but You, 
Safe, just, sincere, indulgent, kindy and true f 
Disdain not then these trifles to attend. 
Nor fear to blame, nor study to commend. 
Say, where false notions erring I pursue. 
And with the plausible confound the true : 
Correct with all the freedom that I write ; 
And guide my darkened reason with thy light. 

Thee partial heaven has bless'd profusely kind, 
With wit, with judgment, and a taste refin'd. 
Thy fancy rich, and tliy observance true. 
The last still wakeful, and the first still new. 
Rare blessings ! and to few divided known. 
But giv'n united to thyself alone. 
Instni^ion are thy words, and lively truth. 
The school of age, and the delight of youth. 

When men their various discontents relate. 
And tell how wretched this our mortal state ; 
That life is but diversify 'd distress. 
The lot of all, and hardly more or less ; 
That kings and villagers have each their share. 
These pinch'd with mean, and those with ^endi 

care; 
That seeming pleasure is intrinsic woe. 
And all call'd happiness, delusive show ; 
Food only for the snakes in Envy's breast. 
Who ofjten grudges what is ne'er possest; 
Say, for thou know'st the follies of mankind« 
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Canst tdl how obstinate^ perverae, and blind s 
Say, are we thus oppre^s'ld by Nature's laws. 
Or of our miseries, ourselres the cause ? 

Sure oft, unjustly, we impute to Fate i 
A thousand ills which we oursdves create ; 
Complain that life affords but little joy. 
And yet that little jGoolishly destroy* 
We check the pleasures that too soon subside. 
And break the current of too weak a tide : 
Like Atalanta, golden trifles chase^ 
And byilk that swiftness which might win the race; 
For lue has joys adapted to each stage. 
Love for our youth, ambition for our age. 
But wilful man inverting her decrees. 
When young would govern, and when old would 

please. 
Covets the fruits his autumn should bestow, 
Nor tastes the fragrance whilst the blossoms blow. 
Then far- fled joys in tain he would restore, 
His appetite unanswer'd by hispow'r: 
Round beauty's neck he twists his withered arms: 
Receiv'd with Ibathingto her venal charms : 
He rakes the ashes; when the fire is spent. 
Nor gains fruition, though he gain consent. 
Bat can we say ^tis Providence's fault. 
If thus untimely all her gifts are sought. 
If summer-crops which must decay wc -keep. 
And in the winter would the harv>esc reap t 
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When brutes, with what they are allow'd content, 
Listen to Nature, and pursue her bent. 
And still tlicir pow*r with their ambition weigh'd* 
Gain what they can, but never force a trade: 
A thousand joys her happy followers prove^ 
Health, plenty, rest, society, and love. - 
To us alone, in fatal ign'rance proud. 
To deviate from her didbites 'tis allow'd ! i 

That boasted gift our reason to believe, I 

Or let caprice, in reason's garb, deceive* 
To us the noble privilege is giv'n 
Of wise refining on the will of heav'n* 
Our skill we trust, but laboring still to gain 
More than we can, lose what we might obtain* 

Will the wise elephant desert the wood. 
To imitate the whale and range the flood ? 
Or will the mole her native earth forsake, 
In wanton madness to explore the lake ? 
Yet man, whom still ideal profit sways. 
Than those less prudent, and more blind than thatf 
Will quit his home, and vent*rous brave the seas. 
And when his rashness its desert has found. 
The fool surviving, weeps the fool that's drown'd^ 

Herds range the fields, the feather'd kind tbe 
grove. 
Choose, woo, caress, and with promiscuous love^ 
As taste and nature prompt, adhere, or rove ; 
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They meet with pleasure, and with ease they part, 

For beasts arc only coupled by the h^art. 

The body still accompanies the mind, 

And when this wanders, that is unconiin'd : 

The love that join'd the sated pair once fled. 

They change their haunts, their pasture, and their 

bed. 
No four-legg*d idiots drag, with mutual pain, 
The nat*ral cement pass'd, an artful chain : 
Th' effect of passion ceases with the cause, 
CloggM with no after-weight of forms or laws : 
To no dull niles of custom they submit, 
Like us they cool, but when they cool, they quit. 

Nor find we in the wood, the sea, or plain. 
One e'er ele6led o'er the rest to reign. 
If any rule, 'tis force that gives the law. 
What brutes are bound in voluntary awe } 
Do they, like us, a pageant idol raise, 
Swoln with false pride, and flatter'd by false praise \ ' 
Do they their equal, sometimes less, revere ? 
At once detest and serve> despise and fear ? 
To strength inferior do they bend the knee } 
With ears and eyes of others hear and see ? 
Or ever vest a mortal god with pow'r 
To do those wrongs they afterwards deplore I 
These institutions are of man alone. 
Marriage and monarchy are both our own. 
Public oppression, and domestic strife. 
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Are ills which we ourselves anncx'd to life, 
God never made a husband, king, or wifie« 
Boast then, oh man ! thy profitable gain. 
To folly polish'd, civiliz'd to pain. 

Here would I launch into the various -field 
Of all the cares our prejudices yield ; 
What multiply 'd examples migltt be told. 
Of pains they give, and joys tliat they with-hold? 
When to credulity tradition preaches. 
And ign'rance prai5lises what error teaches I 

Would any feather'd maiden of the wood, 
Or scaly female of the peopled flood. 
When lust and hunger call'd, its force resist } 
In abstinence, or chastity persist } 
And cry, «* if heaven's intent was understood, 
" These tastes were only given to be withstood V 
Or would they wisely both these gifts improve. 
And eat when hungry, and wlien ani'rous love t 

Yet superstition, in religion's name, 
With future punishment and present shame. 
Can fright weak woman from her lover's arms. 
Who weeps with mutual pain her useless charms ; 
Whilst she, poor wretch ! consum'd in secret fires, 
With pow'r to seize, foregoes what she desires, 
'Till beauty fades, and inclination flies, 
And the fair tree, the fruit ungather'd, dies. 
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But are these ills, the ills which Neav'n desiga'd ? 
Are we unfortunate, or are we blind ? 
If in possession of our wishes curst, 
Bath 'd in untasted springs we die with thirst } 
If we make miseries, what were blessings meaiit« 
And benefits convert to punishment ^ 

When in the spring the wise industrious bee$ 
Collect the various bloom from fragrant trees* 
Extract the liquid sweet of every flow'r. 
And cull the garden to enrich their store : 
Should any pedant bee of all the hive. 
From thii or that perfume the plund'rers c|riv^ 
And sayy that he by inspiration knows 
The sacredy tempting^ interdi6);ing rose, 
By heaven's command, though sweetest, usel^^s glows' 
Think you the fool would ever be obey '4, 
And that the lie would grow into a trad^ ^ 
Ev'n Turks would answer, no : — and yet we see 
The vine, that rose, and Mahomet, that bee. 
To these, how many proofs I yet could add, 
That man's superior sense is being mad ? 
That none, refining, their true int'rest view. 
But for the substance, still the shade pursue. 
That oft perverse, and prodigaj of life, 
(Our pow'r and will at everlasting strife,) 
We waste the present for the future hour, 
And, miser-like, by hoarding, still are poor^ 
Or foolishly regretful of the past. 
The good which yet remains negledl ta taste. 
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Nor need I any foreign proof to bring. 
Myself an instance of the truths I sing. 
Whilst in a court, repugnant to my taste* 
From my lov'd friend these precious hours I waste, 
Why do I vainly here thy absence mourn. 
And not anticipate thy wish'd return ? 
Why stay my passage to those happy fields. 
Where fate in thee my every pleasure yields ? 
Fortune allows the blessings I refuse, 
And ev'n this monient, were my heart to choose, 
For thee I should forsake this joyless crowd. 
And not on paper think, but think aloud : 
With thy lov'd converse fill the shortened day, 
And glad my soul. — ^Yet here unpleas'd I stay. 
And by mean, sanguine views of int'rest sway'd, 
By airy hopes, to real cares betray'd ; 
Lament a grievance which I might redress. 
And wish that happiness I might possess. 
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TO THE 

LORD vise. CORNBURT. 



BY THE LATE EARL NUGENT. 



While you, my Lord, alas! amidst a few, 
With generous warmth your country's good pursue ; 
While to that centre all your wishes tend, 
Accept the zeal that prompts a willing friend. 

Others like you heav'n's hallow M spark inspir'd. 
Whom soon the blaze of selfish passion firM, 
Soon ruder flames extinguish *d reason ^s light, 
While prejudices foul'd their jaundiced sight. 

Such through false optics every objeft prove. 
And try the good and bad, by hate and love. 
All-powerful means each virtue to supply, 
All-powerful means each virtue to deny; 
To Wyndham's strength, and grace, and fire, and 
weight ; 

To Granville parts, to save a sinking state. 
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Hence various judgments form the madden 'd throngs 
Only in this alike, they all are wrong. 
Hence to false prai^ sl^U blkme iinjust succeed, 
And diei ' uljs IkH, tntd gods tmpityM Weed. 

Would you, my friefid, itot mix the purer flame, 
Nor lose the^iatriot in a baser natne ; 
Nor fadlious rage mtstcike lor public zeal, 
Nor private int'rest for the gen'ral weal ? 
By truth's «iire test let every deed be try'd, 
And justice ever be th* unerring guide. 
Iter riiles are plain, and easy is her way. 
And yet how hard to find if once we stray ! 
All lost alike the ftiaze per()le3t*ti we tread, 
However prcmie^tod^ whether drove or led ; 
Whether falise honor or ambition g02td. 
Or sneaking av'ric^ wind the miry road, 
Or whether sway'd by passions not our own, 
Aitd the weiik fear of berhg right alone. 
Alone in such a ca^ise 'tis base to fear, 
Though fools sospe6t, and knaves desigitinflr sneer. 
Sneer, villains, snfcer I th' avenging time is nighy 
When Balbo scourgM shall weep the taunting lie; 
When -Stoput fbal with each imputed crime. 
Shall dread fili^e prose repaid with honest thyme. 

'Tis not enough you scorti « priTate daim. 
And to your country's good direft your aitti-. 
Wrong is still wrong, however great the end, 
Though ali the reolin were brother^ father^ friend^ 
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Justice regards aot these^-^^n^here right prevails, 
A natioo i$ an 9tp]9i ia her sc^le^. 
Heaven means not all Che good which man can gain» 
But that which tr&uh can earn, and right maintain* 
However fair the tempting prize may hie. 
If guilt the price, it is not meant for thee. 
Succeeding times may claim the just design. 
Or other means, or odier powers than thine. 

Each part 's connedleA widi the gBn*ral plan, 
The weal of Britain with the weal of man. 
Justice the scale of interest "for the whole, 
The same in Indies as beneath the Pole ; 
Sure rute by which heav'n's blessings to dispense, 
Unerring light of guiding Providence. 
Others may fail.-^If wrongly understood. 
How fatal is t^ thirst of public goodt 
No heavier curse almighty vengeance brings, 
Nor plagues, nor famine, nor the lust of kings. 
Fir'd by this rage, the frantic sons of Rome, 
The tttfiP'ring world to death and bondage doom } 
Nations must sink to raise her cumb^rous frame. 
And millions bleed to eternise her name. 
But lei her glories fade, "her empire's past. 
She madly comjuer'd 4>iit to fall <the last. 

9 

Nor woald I here the patriot's views reprove, 
Or damp the sacred flame of social love. 
Stifl may that fx>rtioii of th* eternal ray 
3ubli]ac our sen^ and animate our iola^ 9 
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Above low self exalt th' immortal frame, 
And emulate that heav'n from whence it came. 
Oh I would it never be confin'd to place. 
But beam extensive as the human race : 
Be, as it was designed, the world's great soul, 
Conne6l its parts, and aduate the whole. 
So each should think himself a part alone. 
And for a nation's welfare stake his own ! 
Yet farther still, though dearest to the breast, 
That nation think but part of all the rest. 

For this let equal justice poise the ball. 
Her swaying force unites us all to all ; 
Of manners, worship, form, no diff Vence knows, 
Condemns our friends, and. saves our better foes. 
Confess the heavenly power 1 nor need you £ear 
Lest Britain suffer, while you follow her. 

Though prosp'rous crimes some daring villaitf 
raise, 
Nor life's short date may halting vengeance seize; 
A nation cannot 'scape — the destin'd rage 
Pursues her ceaseless to some future age ; 
Speeds the sure ruin from the conqueror's hand. 
Or spreads corruption o'er a pining land. 

Ask hoary Time, what nation is most blest ? 
For sage experience shall this truth attest: 
*• Where freedom sleeps secure from lawless wrath, 
•* Where commerce shclter'd flows thro* public futb, 
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* « "Where fell ambition lights no foreign wars, 

«* Nor discord rages with intestine jars ; 

«* Where justice reigns." — Immortal were that 

state, 
If aught immortal here were giv'n by Fate. 

Such, lost Iberia! were those happy reigns, 
When Liberty sat brooding o*er thy plains. 
The rich in plenteous peace ^heir stores enjoy 'd, 
By cares unvex'd, by luxury uncloy'd. 
Hope sooth'd the poor with promises of gain, 
^nd paid with future joys their present pain ; 
Shew'd the full bowl amidst their sultry toil. 
While those who prun'd the olive drank the oil } 
By night of all the fruits of day possest, 
Labour soft-closM the eye, and sweeten'd rest. 
Such was thy state, all gay in nature's smiles f 
And such is now the state of Britain's isles. 
Hence o'er the ocean's waste her sail unfurl'd. 
Wide wafts the tribute of a willing world. 
Hence trusting nations treasure here their wealthy 
Safe from tyrannic force or legal stealth : 
And hence the injur'd exile doom'd to roam. 
Shall find his country here and dearer home. 

Still be this truth, this saving truth confest^ 
Britain is great, because with freedom blest ; 
Her prince is great, because her people free> 
And power here springs from public liberty. 
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Hail mighty Monarch of the free and greatt 
Finn on the basis of a prosp'roiw state* 
The wealth, the strength of happy millions thine, 
United rise, united shall decline. 
For time will come, sad period of the brave. 
When Britain's humble prince shall rule the slave; 
When traffic vile shall stain the guilty throne» 
And kings shall buy our ruin and their own. 

But long, O long th' inglorious doom suspend 1 
What virtue gain'd may virtue still defend i 
Thrice sacred spirit, never may you cease. 
But as you blaz'd in war, shine forth in peace I 
Daundess with all the force of truth engage 
The headlong tide of each corrupted age. 
O ever wake around one favor'd throne. 
Nor let our guardian monarch wake alone I 

Though oft defeated, and though oft betmy'd. 
Numbers shall rise in sacred freedom's aid. 
Far as her all-enlivening influence reigns. 
Heroic ardor beats in genVous veins ; 
Now bids learn 'd Greece barbarian might defy, 
Now the soft arts of polish*d tyranny ; 
Now to no stock, or se6t, or place confined, 
She takes adopted sons from human kind ; 
While denizenM by her eternal laws, 
They all are Britons who shall serve her ca\i8e. 
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Lo ! to the banner crowds a youthful band ; 
Formed for the glorious task by nature's hand ; 
Wisdom unciogg'd by years, with toil unbought, 
A zeal by vigor kindled, rul'd by thought. 
Such gifts she to the happy ftw hnparts. 
To judging heads and to determin'd hearts ; 
To heads uhfk'd by youth's tumultuous rage, 
To hearts unnumb'd by the chill ice of age ; 
And while they both preserve a sc^'rate claim^ 
Their passions reason^ and their reasons flamd. 

Proceed, brave youths ! Let others court renown 
In hostile fields, be yours the olive crown : 
And trust to fame, those heroes brighter shone 
Who sav'd a nation, than who nations Won. 
Nor let assuming dagt restrain your flight, 
Fearful to tempt the yet unpra6tis'd height ; 
Deceitful counsel lurks in hoiiry hair^. 
And the last dregs of life at^ sordiji Car«s. 

Objects are clear Jjixiportioti'd irt degree. 
To genVal use, or strong necessity. 
Nor are two thihgs io plainly understood, 
As the worst evil, and the greatest good ; 
If, rescu'd From the tnisty breath of schoolBi 
Men will but fed Without the help of rules* 
So unbewilder'd in the crooked maze, 
Where guilt low sculks, and reptile cunning strays, 
A nation's interest, and a people^s rights. 
Distinctly shine in nature^s simple lights. 
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And claim in him who fairly a6ls his part. 
Before a Lonsdale's head, a Lonsdale's heart. 
But chief \%hen snatch*d by heayen*s preservir 

hand, 
From the fell contests of each hostile land, 
A happy island to th' incircling main 
Trusts for a sure support and honest giun. 

The just are heaven's, earth is for heayen ordain 
Form'd by its laws, and by its laws maintain'd. 
These one true int'rest, one great system frame. 
Political and moral are the same. 
Guilt toils for gain at honor's vast expence. 
Heaven throws the trifle in to innocence ; 
And fixes happiness in hell's despite. 
The necessary consequence of right. 

Proceed, ye Deists ! blindfold rage employ. 
And prove the sacred truths you would destroy. 
Prove Christian faith the wisest scheme to bind. 
In chains of cordial love, our jarring kind ; 
And thence conclude it human, if you can. 
The perfc6l produce of imperfect man I 
While prostrate we adore that Power Divine, 
Whose simple rule connects each great design; 
Bids social earth a type of heaven appear. 
Where justice tastes those joys which wait her ther 

But though self- int'rest follow virtue's train I 
Yet selfish think not virtue's end is gain! 
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Older than time, ere int*rest had a name, 
Justice existed, and is still the same ; 
Alike the creature's and Creator's guide, 
His rule to form, the law by which we're ty'd : 
In reason's light, eternal word, exprest, 
Stamped with his image in the creature's breast. 

Thus speaks the Sage, who skill 'd in nature's laws^ 
Deep from efFe6ls high-trac'H th* all-ruling cause. 
** Before creation was, th' Almighty Mind 
•* In time's abyss the future world designed; 
** Did the great system in its parts survey, 
«* And fit the springs, and regulate their play ; 
<* In meet gradation&4)lann*d th' harmonious rounds 
** These links by which depending parts are bound. 
** All these he knew, ere yet the things he made, 
** In types which well the mimic world display'd. 
•* The types are real, since from them he drew 
** The real forms of whatsoe'er we view, 
« Made to their 'semblance, heav'n and earth exists 

But they unmade eternally subsist. 

For if created, we must. sure suppose 
** Some other types whence their resemblance flows i 
" While these on others equally depend, 
"Nor ever shall the long progression end. 
•• God ere it was, the future being saw, 
" Or blindfold made his world, and gave his law. 
"But chance could never frame the vast design^ 
•* Where countless parts in justest order join. 
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" The types eternal just proportions tcach^ 
" Greater or less, more or less perfect each. 
" These ever present Poncr omniscient sees, 
•* On them he forms his ever-made decrees ; 
** Nor can he better love what merits least* 
** Man than an angel, or than man a beast. 
** Hence Reason, hence immortal Order springs, 
** Knowledge and Love adapted to the things. 
** And thence th' unerring rule of justkre flows, 
•* To a6t what Order prompts, and Reason shows. 
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When man in nature's purity remained, 
By pain untroubled, and by sin unstain'd ; 
'< Fair image of the God, and close conjoin'd, 
'< By innate union with the heav'nly mind ; 
In the pure splendor of substantial light. 
The beam divine of Reason bless'd his sight $ 
Seraphic order in its fount he view'd, 
<* Seeing he lov'd, and loving he pursu'd j 
Nor dar'd the body, passive slave, controul 
The sov' reign mandates of the ruling souL 
But soon by sin the sacred union btx>ke, 
Man bows to earth beneath the heavy yoke. 
The darkling soul scarce feels a glimm'ring ray, 
Shrouded in sense from her immortal day, 
" Vengeance divine offended Order arms, 
** And clothes in terrors her celestial charms. 
** Now grosser objed^s heav'n-bom souls posses^ 
** Passions enslave, and servile cares oppress. 
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« Fraud, rainne, murder, i^uUt's long horrid train^ 

** Distracted nature's anarchy maintain. 

No more pure Reason earthly minds can move. 
No more can Order's charms persuasive prove. 
But as the moon refle6iiag borrow '4 dfiy. 
Sheds on our shadow'd world a feeble ray; 
Some scatter*d beams of R/eason law contains, 
While Order's rule nuist be enforc'd by paina. 
Hence death's black scroll» dire tortures hence arc 

giv'n ; 
Hence kings, the necessary curse of heav'n. 
And just the doom of an avenging God, 
Who spurn 'd his sceptre, feel the tyrant's rod. 
Blind by our fears we meet the ills we fly, 
In rule of^ression, want in property. 



ft 



So spoke the Sage, and if not learn *d in vain, 
If spotless truth in sacned books remain ; 
Dearly the child hath paid the parent's pride. 
And iH hath Law the heavenly rule supply'd. 
Thub boasts some leech with unavailing art. 
To m?nd the tainted lungs and wasting heart ; 
Bids the toose springs with wonted vigor play« 
And sprightly juices warm in cold decay. 

Or would imperious reason deign to own^ 
The world not made for sovereign man alone i 
Some things there are for human use ^ksign'd^ 
AAd tiiese in canunon dealt to biinu& kimU 



ITHIC KriSTtBS. E^» 

To mortal wants is given a power to use^ 

What to th' immortal part just heay'n might well 

fuse. 
This faithful instinct in each breast implants, 
All know their rights, for all must feel their wan 

But soon began the rage of wild desire 
To thirst for more than use could e'er require. 
Ere stung by luxury's unsated call. 
And ere ambition madly grasp'd the ball. 
Vain restless man in busy search employ 'd. 
Saw somewhat still beyond the bliss enjoy'd, 
Press'd eager on ; the lowly and the great, 
Alike their wish beyond their destin*d state ; 
Alike condemn'd, whatever Fortune grant, 
To real poorness in phantastic want. 

And now some sages high by others deemM, 
For virtue honor'd, and for parts esteem 'd ; 
Call'd forth to judge where dubious claims are ti 
Convince with reason, and with counsel guide ; 
Fix'd rules devise to sway th* assenting throng. 
And marks distin<5l impress on right and wrong. 

The simple precept subtle wiles evade. 
And statutes as our crimes increas'd were made: 
These were at first unwritten, plain and few, 
'Till swell'd by time the law's vast volume grew 
And grown with these, to sway th* unwieldy tnii 
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Thousands we chose to keep the millions just, . 
Some plac'd o'er others, others plac'd o'er these, 
Thus government grew up by slow degrees ; 
Higher the pile arose, and still m9re high, 
When lo 1 the summit ends in monarchy. 
There plac'd, a man in gorgeous pomp appears. 
And far o'er earth his tow'ring aspedt rears ; 
While prostrate crowds his sacred smiles implore, 
And what their crimes had form'd, their fears adore. 
Low from beneath they lift their servile eyes. 
And see the proud Colossus touch the skies. 

So at some mountain's foot have children gaz'd. 
While close to heaven they view the summit rais'd. 
Eager they mount, new regions to explore. 
But heav'n is now as distant as before. 
Thus views the crowd a throne, while those ^ho 

rise 
Claim not a nearer kindred to the skies ; 
Earth is their parent, thither kings should bend, 
*Tis thence they rise, and not from heaven descend. 
Happy, had all the royal sons of earth 
Thus sprung, nor guilt had claim'd the monstrous 

birth. 
Where from the sire descending through the line. 
Rapine and fraud confer a right divine. 

Ye mortal gods, how vainly are ye proud ? 
If just your title, servants to the crowd; 
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If wide your sway, if large your treasiir'd store. 
These but increase your servitude the more ; 
A part is only yours, the rest is theirs, 
And nothing all your own, except your cares. 
Shall nian, by nature free, by nature made 
To share the feast her bounteous luuid displayed, 
Transfer these rights ? as well he inay dispense 
The beam of reason, or the nerve of sense 9 
With all his strength the monarch's liinbs invest^ 
Or pour his valor in the royal breast. 

Take the starved peasant's taste, devouring lord! 
Ere you deprive him of the genial board. 
And if you would his liberty controul, 
Assume the various a6\ings of his soul ! 
So shall one man a people's powers enjoy. 
Thus Indians deem of wretches they destroy. 
Thus in old tales the fabled monster stands, 
Proud of a thousand eyes, a thousand hands. 
Thus dreams the sophist, who with subtle art 
Would prove the whole included in a part, 
A people in their king ; and from the throng, 
Transler to him their rights in nature's wrong ; 
Those sacred rights in nature's charter plain. 
By wants that claim themi, and by powers that gsda. 

Thoiigli sophists err, yet stand confess'd thy claiiii» 
And be the king and multitude the same. 
Whose deeds benevolent his title prove. 
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And royal selfishness, in public love : 
Nor, draining wasted realms for sordid pelf, 
O scepter'd suicide ! destroy thyself. 

Where fails this proof, in rain would we unite 
The ruler's int 'rest with the people's right. 
Frantic ambition has her sep'rate claim, 
The dropsyM thirst of empire, Wesdth, or fame ; 
Pride's boundless hope, valour's enthusiast rant, 
With the long nameless train of fancy'd want. 
Urg'd on by these, all view the magic prize, 
The prospcdl widening as they higher rise ; 
From him who seeks a limited command. 
To him yrhose wish devours air, sea, and land. ' 
Alike all foes to freedom's holy cause, 
For freedom ties unbounded will with laws ; 
AKke all foes to every pubfic gain. 
For public blessings loose the bond-man ^s chain. 

Ill-fated slaves of arbitrary sway I 
Where trusted power seduces to beti^y ; 
Makes private failings rage a gen'fal pest, 
And taints even virtue in the social breast ; 
Bids friendship plunder, diarity undo 
The blameless mai^t, for the favor'd few. 
'Till guilt high rear'd on crimes prote6ling crime, 
Fills the heap'd measure of predestined time. 

, Far others, ye, O wealthy, wise, and brave I 
Though subje^, free j more freedom woidd cnslstve. 
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Bless'd with a rule by long experience try'd, 
UnwarpM by faction's rage, or kingly pride ; 
Bless'd with the meansy whene'er this rule shall 

bend, 
Again to trace it to its glorious end ; 
And b]ess*d with proofs, the proofs are seal'd with 

blood, 
Whate'er the form, the end is public good. 

But yet admit the sire his right foregoes ! 
Can he his children's sep*rate claim dispose f 
Whate'er the parent gave, whate'er he give. 
They who have right to life, have right to live. 
And spite of man's consent, or man's decree, 
A right to life, is right to liberty. 

Though for convenience fram'd the laws should 

shine. 
Pure emanation from the source divine ; 
Such as can pierce the gloom of pagan night. 
And untaught savages in woods enlight ; 
Such as on scaffolds can the guiltless save. 
And torture on his throne the scepter'd slave ; 
Such as th* offending wretch reluctant owns. 
And hails its beauty with his dying groans : 
In such fair laws the will of heav*n impress*d. 
Shines to all eyes, and rules the conscious breast. 
Though tortures cease, though night's thick-mantling 

vail 
From mortal ken the secret deed conceal ; 
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Reason and conscience shall awake within, 
And light the shade, and loud proclaim the sin. 

" But should the universal voice combine^ 
** To clothe injustice in a robp divine ?*' 
Let the same breath divest the day of light, 
To blazon forth the dusky face of night. 
Then shall the laws of sainted evil bind. 
And human will subvert th' all-ruling mind ; 
That sacred fount whence lawful rule must spring. 
And difTrent from the robber marks the king. 

Yet vainly would despotic will conclude. 
That force may sway the erring multitude. 
Justice, 'tis own*d, should ever guide the free. 
But pow*r of wrong, in all, is liberty ; 
And for whatever purposes restrain*d, 
A nation is enslav'd that may be chain'd* 
Heaven gives to all a liberty of choice, 
A people's good requires a people's voice ; 
Man's surest guide, where diff 'rent views agree, 
From private hate and private int'rest free. 
Fatal their change from such who rashly fly. 
To the hard grasp of guiding tyranny ; 
Soon shall they find, when will is arm'd with might. 
Injustice wield the sword, though drawn for right. 

Blind to these truths who fond of boundless sway. 
Bids trembliog slaves implicitly Qbey ; 
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Though by a long descent from Adam down 
Through s^epter'd heirs, he boasts his ancient crowoi 
Great nature's rebel forfeits every claims 
And loads the tyrant with th* usurper's name : 
While with each lawless a6l of proud command, 
He stands proscrib'd by his own guilty hand. 

Bow, Filmer, bow 1 to hell's tremendous thronei 
And bid thy fellow -damn 'd suppress each groan I 
There sits a king whom pow'r divine hath giv'n. 
Nor e^rth boasts one so surely sent from heav'n. 
And thou, blest Martyr in fair freedom's cause, 
'! liou great assertor of thy country's laws ; 
Vainly oppression stopp'd thy potent breath ; 
1 ruth shone more powerful through the vail c 

death ; 
Example mov'd whom precept could not save, 
And lifted axes wak'd each drowsy slave. 

Yet magistrates must rule, they're useful things, 
Our guilt the vengeance, and avenger brings. 
Whate'er more perfect heav'n might first create, 
A state well ({overn'd, now, is nature's state ; 
For law trom reason springs, spontaneous fruit. 
And reason sure is man's first attribute. 
Let visionary schoolmen toil in vain, 
Who seek in anarchy for nature's reign; 
y/^ retched alike the slaves of lawless will, 
Whether the savage, or the tyrant kill ; 
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Unjust alike all rule, where public thoic6 
Speaks not through laws a willing people's voice. 
Nor freedom suffers when the guilty fall, 
'Tis nature's doom, *tis self«.defence in all. 

Such now IS man deprav*d, thait fear must sway 
To tread the paths where duty p<Mnts the way ; 
The wretcli must suffer to forewarn the rest, 
And some must fill to stop the spreading pest. 
Alone the gen'ral welfare can demand 
The bleeding vi6lim from th' unwilling Imnd. 

Hence public pains — ^what to the crime is due, 
O Judge supreme I must be reserv'd fbr you. 
To you alone, whose all-pervading eye 
Deep in the breast can latent thought espy j 
Try every a6tion by the known intent. 
And to each crime adapt its punishment ; 
While men, misled by erring lights, dispense 
The doom of guilt to injur'd innocence; 
Or though repentance cleanse the moral stain, 
Infli6l on crimes atonM avenging pain. 
Yet blameless they who a6l sincere their part. 
Faultless he errs who cannot read the heart. 

Not such fierce flames the mad enthusiast's zeaf. 
On errors harmless to the gen'ral weal, 
Whether false notioiM wander £cir frcHu tnithy 
Or age retain the trace izspress'd in youth. . 
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While int'rest prompts the holymiird'rer*s hand. 
In sacred fires to light th' unhallowM brand; 
To draw destruction from heaven's saving page. 
And bid sweet mercy breathe relentless rage. 

Accnrs'd all such 1 and he with Joy elate. 
Whose baleful breath embitters certain Ikte^ 
Who on th* imploring ^ure malignant smiles. 
And sentenc'd wretches wantonly reviles. 
Better, far better in the savage den. 
Let the robb'd lion judge o*er prostrate men : 
Better let powV the lawless faulchion draw, 
Than coward cruelty disgrace the law. 

This well you know, O YorkbI whose righteoui 
seat 
Gives to the innocent a sure retreat ; 
Severely just, and piously humane, 
The wretch you punish, while you share his pain. 
Tears with the dreadful words of sentence flow. 
Nor does the rigid judge the man forego. 

So feels the breast humane, ye truly brave ! 
And such is thine, my friend, intent to save ! 
Whether thy bounty pining want relieve, 
Or lenient pity sooth the hearts that grieve ; 
Whether thy pious hand due bounds prescribe 
To little tyrants, o'er tlie lesser tribe ; 
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Or whether nobler warmth expand thy soul, 
And huge leviathan unaw'd controul. 

Nor Britain only claims thy gen'rous plan. 
Thy rule is justice, land thy care is man. 
And may this truth thy fair example prove. 
Justice shall fan the flame of social love. 
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Through the wild maze of life's still varying plan, 
Bliss is alone th' important task of man. 
All else is trifling, whether grave or gay, 
A Newton's labors, or an infant's play ; 
Whether this vainly wastes th' unheeded sun, 
Or those more vainly mark the course it run ; 
For of the two, sure smaller is the fault. 
To err unthinking, than to err with thought ; 
But if, like them, we still must trifles use, 
Harmless at least, like theirs, be those we choose* 
Enough it is that reason blames the choice, 
Join not to her's the wretch's plaintive voice ; 
Be folly free from guilt : let foplings play, 
Or write, or talk, or dress, or die away. 
Let those, if such there be, whose giant-mind 
Superior tow*rs above their pigmy kind. 
Unaided and alone, the realms explore, 
Wliere hail and snow renew their treasur'd store. 
Lo 1 hcav'n spreads all its stars ; let those explain, 
What balanc'd pow'rs the rolling orbs sustain i 
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Nor in more humble scales, pernicious weigh 
Sense, justice, truth, against seducing pay. 
So distant regions shall employ their thought. 
And apodess senates here remaiA unbought. 

Well had great Charles,, by early want iBspir'd» 
With warring puppets, guiltless praise acquir'd ; 
So would that flame have mimic fights engagM, 
Whicji fann'd by pow'r, o'er wasted nations rag'd. 

Curs'd be the wretch, should all the mouths of 

fame. 
Wide o'er the world his deathless deeds proclaim, 
.Who like a baneftil comet spreads his blaze. 
While trembling crowds in stupid wonder gaze ; 
Whose potent talents senre his lawless will. 
Which turns each Virtue to a public ill, 
With direful rage perverted might employs. 
And Heav'n's great ends with Heav'n's best means 

destroys. 
The praise of power is his, whose hand suppHes 
Fire to the bold, and prudence to the wise ; 
While man this only real merit knows. 
Fitly to use the gifts which Heav'n bestows : 
If savage valor be his vaunted &me, 
The mountain -UoQ shall dispute his claim : 
Or, if perfidious wiles deserve applause. 
Through slighted vows, and violated laws ; 
The ^btle plotter's title stands confess'd. 
Whose dagger gores the trusting tyrant's breast. 
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And sure the villain less deserves his fiite. 
Who stabs one wretch, than he who stabs a state. 
Now, mighty hero t boast thy dear delights, 
The price of toilsome days and sleepless nights; 
Say, canst thou aught in purple grandeur find. 
Sweet as the slumbers of the lowly huid? 

Better are ye, the youthful and the gay. 
Who jocund rove through pleasure's flow'ry way I 
Yet seek not there for bliss ! your toil were vain, 
(And disappointed toil is double pain) 
Though from the living fount your ne6lar-bowls 
Pour the soft balm upon your thirsty souls ; 
Though pure the spring, though every draught sin- 
cere. 
By pain unbitter'd, and unpall'd by fear; 
Though all were full as high as thought can soar, 
'Till fancy fires, and wishes crave no more : 
Let lovely woman artless charms display. 
Where truth and goodness bask iq beauty's ray; 
Let heav'nly melody luxuriant float 
In swelling sounds, and breathe the melting note ; 
Let gen'rous wines enliv'ning thoughts inspire. 
While social converse sooths the genial fire : 
If aught can yet more potent charms dispense. 
Some stronger rapture, some sublimer sense ; 
Be these enjoy'd. — Then from the crowd arise 
Some chief, in life's full pride maturely wise. 
Ev*n you, my Lord, with titles, honors grac'd. 
And higher stil) by native merit plac'd ; 
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By stinted talents to no sphere confin'd, 

Free ranging every province of the mind : 

Equally fit, a nation's weight to bear, 

Or shine in circles of the young and fair ; . 

In grave debates instructed senates move. 

Or melt the glowing dame to mutual love. 

To heighten these, let conscious worth infuse 

Sweet ease, and smiling mirth th' inspiring Muse. 

Then answer, thou of every gift possess'd, 

Say, from thy soul, art thou sincerely blest ! 

To various objects wherefore dost thou range f 

Pleasure must cease, ere man can wish to change* 

Hast thou not quitted Flaccus' sacred lay. 

To talk with Bavius, or with Flavia play ; 

When wasted nature shuns the large expence 

Of deep attention to exalted sense ! 

Precarious bliss I which soon, which oft must cloy. 

And which how few, how very few enjoy! 

Say, is there aught, on which, completely blest. 
Fearless and full the raptur'd mind may rest ? 
is there aught constant r Or, if such there be, 
Can varying man be pleas'd with constancy ^ 
Mark then what sense the blessing must employ ! 
The senses change, and loathe accustom'd Jby ; 
Eden in vain immortal sweets displays. 
If the taste sickens, or our frame decays. 

The range of life contra6ted limits bound ; 
Yet more confin'd is pleasure*s faithless round : 
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Fair op'ningto the sight, when first we run^ 

But ah ! how alter'd, when again begun ! 

When tirM we view the same known prospeft o'er, 

And lagging, tread the steps we trod before. 

Now clogg'd with spleen, the lazy current flows. 

Through doubts, and fears^ and self-augmenting 

woes ; 
'Till 8ated» kmthing, hopeless here of bliss. 
Some plunge to seek it into death's abyss. 

Of all superfluous wealth's unnumber'd stings, 
The* sharpest is tliat knowledge which it brings ; 
Enjoyment purchased makes its objedl known. 
And then, alas ! each soft illusion*s flown : 
Love*s promis'd sweet, ambition's lofty scheme. 
The painter's image, and the poet's theme. 

r 

These, in perspective fair exalted high, 
Attraft with seeming charms the distant eye ; 
But when by envious Fortune phic'd too near, 
Mis-shapen forms, and grosser tints appear : 
Where lovely Venus led her beauteous train. 
Some fiend gigantic holds her monstrous reign ; 
Crowns, scepters, laurels are confus'dly strow'd, 
A wild, defbrm*d» unmeaning, heavy load. 

Some pleasures here with sparing hand are giv'n. 
That sons of earth should taste their promis'd heaven ; 
But what was meailt to urge us to the chace. 
Now ^tops, or sideway turns our devious race : 
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Though stilly -to make the destin'd course more plain. 

Thick are our erring paths beset with pain ; 

Nor has one object equal charms to prove 

The fitting centre of our restless love. 

And when the great Creator's will had joinM, 

Unequal pair I the body and the mind. 

Lest the proud spirit should negle6t her clay. 

He bad corporeal obje6ls thought convey ; 

Each strong sensation to the soul impart, 

£csta,tic transport or afflidling smart : 

By that entic'd, the useful she enjoys ; 

By this deterr'd, she flies whatever destroys : 

Hence from the dagger's point sharp anguish flows. 

And the soft couch is spread with sweet repose. 

In something frail, though gen'ral this design, 
For some exceptions every rule confine : 
Yet few were they, while nature's genuine store 
Supply 'd our wants, nor man yet sought for more ; 
Ere diff'rent mixtures left no form the same, 
And vicious habits chang'd our sickly frame. 
Now subtle art may gild the venom 'd pill. 
And bait with soothing sweets destrudlive ill. 

To narrow self heav'n's impulse unconfin'd 
Diffusive reigns, and takes in all our kind. 
The smile of joy reflected joy imparts ; 
The wretch's groans pierce sympatliizing hearts. 
Yet not alike are ail conjoin'd with all, 
Nur throng with rival lieat to nature's call: 
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By varying insdndt different ties are known» 

While love superior points to each his own 4 

Those next the reach of our assisting hands. 

And those to whom we're link'd by kindred bands ; 

Those who most want, and best deserve our ^are^ 

In warmer streams the sacred influence share : 

Ambrosial sweets her infant's lip distils, 

While through the mother's heart quick rapture 

thrills. 
The social fires friend, servant, neighbour claim. 
Which blaze collected in the patriot's flame: 
Hence Britain throbs superior in thy soul. 
Nor idly wak'st thou for the distant pole. 

Yet farther still the saving instin6l moves, 
And to the future wide extends our loves ; 
Glows in our bosom for an unborn race. 
And warms us mutual to the kind embrace. 
For this, to man was giv'n the graceful air ; 
For this, was woman form*d divinely fair. 

But now to pleasure sensual views confin'd. 
Reach not the use, for which it was design 'd : 
To this one point our hopes, our wishes tend, 
And thus mistake the motive for the end. 
Whate'er sensations from enjoyment flow, 
Our erring thought to matter's force would owe; 
To that ascribe our pleasures and our pains, 
And blindly for the cause mistake the means ; 
In od'rous meads the vernal gale we praise. 
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Or dread the storm^ that blows the wintry aeafi^t 
While he's unheeded, who alone can move, . * '/ 

Claims all our fears, and merits all our love ; . ..-> 

Alone to souls can sense and thought convey. 
Through the dark mansions of surroimding clay. ' ' ' 

Maiiy part from heav'n, and part from hi>iiible» 
earth, . / »» 

A motley substance, takes his various birth ; i ,.* 

Close link'd'to both, he hangs in different chains^. ; '/ 
The pliant fetter length*ning as he strains. .1, // 

If, bravely conscious of her native fires, . . . ' 

To the bold height his nobler frame aspires ; 
Near as she soars to join th' approaching skies, 
Our earth still lessens to her distant eyes. .», 

But if o'erpois'd she sinks, her downward course 
Each moment weighs, with still augmenting force 
Low and more Low, the burthen 'd spirit bends,^ 
While weaker still each heav*nly link extends; 
'Till prostrate, grov'ling, fetter 'd to the ground,. 
She lies in matter's heap o'erwhelm'd and bound. 
Wrapt in the toils of sin, just heav*n employs 
What caus'd her guilt, to blast her lawless joys : 
Love, potent guardian of our length *ning race, 
Unnerves the feeble lecher's cold embrace ; 
And appetite, by nature giv'n to save, 
Sinks the gorg'd glutton in his early grave. 

What sends yon fleet o'er boist'rous seas to roll. 
Beneath the burning line, and frozen pole ? 
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Why nv«ge men the hills, the plains, the woods i 
Why spoil all nature, earth, and air, and floods t 
Seek they some prize to help a sinking state ? 
No I — this must all be done ere Bernard eat. 
Tell it some untaught savage I with surprize 
He asks, ** How vast must be that giant's size I 
** Hew great his pow'r, who thousands can employ 1 
** How great his force, who millions can destroy t** 
But if the savage would, more curious, know 
What potent virtues from such viands flow. 
What blest efle6b they cause — consult with Sloane, 
Let him explain the colic, gout, and stone t 

Pleasure *s for use ; it differs in degree. 
Proportion 'd to the thing's necessity. 
Hence various obje6ts variously excite. 
And diflP^rent is the date of each delight ; 
But when th' allotted end we once attain. 
Each step beyond it, is a step to pain. 
Nor let us murmur — Hath not earth a store 
For every want ? it was not meant for more. 

Blest is the man, as far as earth can bless. 
Whose measur'd passions reach no wild excess ; 
Who, urg'd by nature's voice, her gifts enjoys. 
Nor other means, than nature's force, employs. 
While warm with youth the sprightly current flows. 
Each vivid sense with vig'rous rapture glows j 
And when he droops beneath the hand of ^, 
No vicious habit stings with fruitless rage ; 
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Gradual^ his strength, and gay sensations cease, 
While ioy% tumultuous sink in silent peace. 

Far other is his lot, who not content 
With what thfc bounteous care of nature meant, 
With labour'd skill would all her joys dilate, 
Sublime their sense, and lengthen out their date : 
Add) blend, compose, each various mixture try, 
And wind up appetite to luxury. 
Thus guilty art unknown desires implants. 
And viler arts must satisfy their wants ; 
When to corruption by himself betray'd, 
Gold blinds the slave, whom luxury has made. 

The hand that form'd us, must some use intend, 
It gives us pow'rs proportion *d to tliat end ; 
And happiness may justly be defin'd, 
A full attainment of the end design 'd. 
Virtue and wisdom this alike implies, 
And blest must be the virtuous and the wise. 

, Bliss is ordainM for all, since Heav*n intends 
Ail beings should attain their destin*d ends : 
For this the fair idea shines confessed 
To every mind, and glows in every breast. 
Compared with this, all mortal joys are vain ; 
Inspired by this, we restless onward strain. 
High though we mount, the obje6t mounts more high^ 
Eludes our grasp, and mingles with the sky. 



tttf ETHIC »pisTi.Ba« Epist, Xi 



With aothing lew th' aspiriag soul's content^ 
For nothing less her gen'rous flame was meant ; 
Th' unerring rule, which all our steps should guide, 
The certain test^ by which Iprue good is try'd. 
Blest whea we reach it,^ wretched while we misSy 
Our joys^ our sorrows prove, there must be bljiss. 
Nor-caoi this be some yisionary dream, 
Wh^jp^htf^d fancy forma the flatt'ring scheme. 
There sure is bliss— else, why by all desir'd ? 
What guileful pow'r has the mad search inspir'd ? 
Could accident produce in all the same. 
Or a vsun shadow raise a real flame \ 
When, nature in the world's distended space, 
Orfill'dy or almost fUl'd ea^h smaller place ; 
Careful in meanest matter, to produce 
Each single motion for some certain use ; 
Hard was the lot of her first fav'rite, man, 
Faulty the scheme of his contracted span. 
If that alone must know an useless void. 
And he feel longings ne'er to be enjoy 'd. 

That only can produce consummate joy. 
Which equals all the pow'rs it would employ ; 
Such fitting object to each talent giv'n, 
Earth cannot fit what was design'd for heav*n» 
Why then is man with gifts subliraest fraught. 
And a6live will, and comprehensive thought } 
For what is all this, waste of mental force ^ 
What 1 for a hous«, a coach, a dog*, a horse ^ 



Has nature's Lord inverfed nafture's plan ? 

Is man now mute tor what was made for nian f 

Theie must be i^asinres fiast the reach of sense^ 
Some aoMer s6urce must happiness disfifense : 
Reason, arise ! and vindicate thy claim. 
Flash on our minds the joy -infusing flame ; 
Pour forth the fount \)f light, whose endless store 
Thou^t drinks insatiate, while it thirsts lor more* 
And thou, seraphic flame 1 who could 'st inspire 
The prophet's voice, and wrap his soul ill Are ; 
Ray of th' eternal beam 1 who canst pervade 
The distant past, and future's gloomy shade ; 
While trembling reason tempts heav'n's dazzling 

height, 
Sublime her force, andgiiid^ her dubious flight) 
Strengthen'd by thee^ she bears the streiiming blaze. 
And drinks new light from truth's immortal rays« 
Great, only evidence of things divine I 
Py thee reveaPd, the mystic wonders shine 1 
What puzzled sophists vainly would explore. 
What humbled pride in silence must adore. 
What plainly mark'd in heaven's deliver'd page. 
Makes the taught hind more wise than Greece's sage* 
Yet reaaon proves thee in her low degree. 
And owns thy truths, from their necessity. 

Conspicuous now is happiness display'd, 
Possessing Him for whom alone we're made. 
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OB^B 



TO A LADY. 



By the Same, 



Clarinda, dearly lov'd, attend 
The counsels of a faithful friend ; 
Who with the warmest wishes fraught, 
Feels all, at least, that friendship ought. 
But since by ruling Heav'n's design. 
Another's fate shall influence thine ; 
O! may these lines for him prepare 
A bliss, which I would die to share I 

Man may for wealth or glory roam. 
But woman mu&t be blest at home ; 
To this should all her studies tend. 
This her great obje^ and her end. 
Distaste unmingled pleasures bring. 
And use can blunt affliction's sting ; 
Hence perfect bliss no mortals know. 
And few are plung'd in utter woe ; 
While nature arnji'd against despair. 
Gives pow*r to mend, or strength to bear ; 
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And half the thought content may gain, 
Which spleen employs to purchase pain. 

Trace not the fair domestic plan, 
From what you would, but what you can \ 
Nor, peevish, spurn the scanty store, 
Because you think you merit more I 
Bliss ever differs in degree, 
Thy share alone is meant for thee ; 
And thou should^st think, however small. 
That share enough, for 'tis thy all : 
Vain scorn will Aggravate distress, 
And only make that little less. 

Admit whatever trifles come^ 
Units compose tite largest sum t 
O I tell thetti o'er, and say how vain 
Are those which form ambition's train : 
Which swell the monarch's gorgeous state. 
And bribe to ill the guilty Great ! 
But thou more blest, more wise than these, 
Shalt build up happiness on ease. 

Hail sweet Content t where joy serene 
Gilds the mild soul's unruffled scene ; 
And with bltth fancy's pencil wrought, 
Spreads the white web of flowing thought ; 
Shines lovely in the cheerful face, 
And clothes each charm with native grace ; 
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Effusion pure of bliss sincere^ 
A vestment for a god to wear. 



Far other ornaments compose 
The garb that shrouds dissembled woes, 
PiecM out with motley dies and aort8» 
Freakk» whimfitcs, fttstiKrak, andspoit$^ 
The troubled, mind's &ntasttc dross 
Which madness titles happiness. 
' While the gay wretch to revel bears 
The pale remains of sighs and tears : 
And seeks in crowds, like her undone. 
What only can be found in one. 

But, chief, my gentle finend I remove 
Far from thy couch seducing love ! 
O ! shun the false magician's art, 
Nor trust thy yet unguarded heart !• 
Charm'd by his spells fair honor flies. 
And thousand treacherous phantoms rise^ 
Where guilt in beauty*s ray beguiles. 
And ruin luxics in friendship's smiles. 
Lo 1 where ^' enchanted captive dream» 
Of warbling groves and purling streams ; 
Of painted meads, of flowers that shed 
Their odors round her fragrant bed. 
Q^ick shifts the scene, the charm is lost^ 
She wakes upon a desert coast t 
No friendly haqd to lend its aid. 
No guardiaa bow'r to spuead its. shads ; 
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Expos 'd to every chilling blast. 
She treads th' inhospitable waste i 
And down the drear decline ot life, 
Sinks a forlorn, dishondr'd wife. 

Negle6t not thou the voice of Fame, 
But clear from crime, be free from blame I 
Though all were innocence within, 
*Tis guilt to wear the garb of sin. 
Virtue rejects the foul disguise : 
Nonf merit praise who praise despise* 

Slight not, in supercilious strain, 
Long pra6tis'd modes, as low or vain ! 
The world will vindicate their cause. 
And claim blind faith in custom*s laws. 
Safer with multitudes to stray. 
Than tread alone a fairer way ; 
To mingle with the erring throng, 
Than boldly speak ten millions wrong. 

Beware of the relentless train. 
Who forms adore, whom forms maintain ! 
Lest prudes demure, or coxcombs loud, 
Accuse thee to the partial crowd ; 
Foes who the laws of honor slight, 
A judge who measures guilt by spite. 

Behold the sage Aurelia stand. 
Disgrace and fame at her conunand I 
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As if heaven's delegate design 'd. 

Sole arbiter of all her kind. 

Whether she try some favor'd piece^ 

By rules devisM in ancient Greece ; 

Or whether modem in her flight. 

She tell what Paris thinks polite. 

For much her talents to advance. 

She study'd Greece, and travelled France. 

There leam'd the happy art to please, 

With all the charms of laborM ease ; 

Through looks and nods with meaning fraught^ 

To teach what she was never taught. 

By her each latent spring is seen, 
The workings foul of secret spleen ; 
The guilt that sculks in fair pretence, 
Or folly veil'd in specious sense. 
And much her righteous spirit grieves. 
When worthlessness the world deceives f 
Whether the erring crowd commends 
Some patriot sway'd by private ends; 
Or husband-trust a Pithless wife. 
Secure in ignorance from strife. 
Averse she brings their deeds to view. 
But justice claims the rig'rous due ; 
Humanely anxious to produce 
At least some possible excuse. 
O ne'er may virtue's dire disgrace 
Prepare a triumph for the base 1 
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Mere forms the fool implicit sway» 
Which witlings with contempt surrey^ 
Blind folly no defe6l can see, 
Half wisdom riews but ooe degree^ 
The wise remoter uses reach, 
Which judgment aad experience teach. 

. Whoever would be plea&'d^ and please. 
Must do what others do with ease. 
Great precept undefined by rule. 
And only leam'd in custom's school ; 
To no peculiar form confin'd, 
It spreads through all the human kind ; 
Beauty and wit and worth supplies, 
Yet graceful in the good and wise* 
Rich with this gift and none beside, 
In fashion^s stream how many glide ? 
Secure from every mental woe. 
From treach'rous friend or open foe ; 
From social sympathy that shares 
The public lose or private cares ; 
Whether the barb'rous foe invade, 
Or merit pine in fortune's shade. 

Hence gentle Anna ever gay. 
The same to-morrow as to-day. 
Save where perchance, when others weep. 
Her cheek the decent sorrow steep ; 
Save when perhaps a melting tale. 
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O'er every tender breast prevail. 

The goody the bad, the great, the small» 

She likes, she loves, she honors all. 

And yet if sland'roiis malice blame. 

Patient she yields a sister's fame. 

Alike if satire or if praise, 

She says whate'er the circle says ; 

Implicit does whate'er we do, 

Without one point or wish in view. 

Sure test of others, faithful glass 

Through which the various phantoms pass^ 

Wide blank, unfeeling when aIone> 

No care, no joy, no thought her own. 

Not thus succeeds the peerless dame, 
Who looks, and talks, and a6ls for famcy* 
Intent, so wide her cares extend, 
To make the universe her friend. 
Now with the gay in frolic shines, 
Now reasons deep with deep divines. 
With courtiers now extols the great. 
With patriots Sighs o'er Britain's fate.. 
Now breathes with zealots holy fires. 
Now meltsiin less refin'd desires. 
Doom'd t<f exceed in each degree. 
Too wise, too weak, too proud, too freei 
Too various for one single word. 
The high sublime of deep absurd. 
While every talent nature grants, 
Just serves to shew how much she wants. 
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fore thy shining taper disappear. 

tor of human life 1 auspicious guide I 

tiose faithful clue unravels ev'ry maze : 

liote tkillcan disengage the tangled thom> 

d smooth the rock to down 1 whose magic powers 

ntroul each storm, and bid the roar be still. 
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EPISTLE XV. 



mmmitta^ 



TO A 

rOUNG LADT 

or THIRTEEN. 



Br WILLUM MELMOTHy ES^ 



Whilh yet no amorous youths around thee bow. 
Nor flattering verse conveys the faithless vow j 
To graver notes will Sappho's soul attend. 
And ere she hear the lover, hear the friend } 

Let maids less blessM employ their meaner arts 
To reign proud tyrants o*er unnumber'd hearts; 
May Sappho learn, for nobler triumphs born. 
Those little conquests of her sex to scorn. 
To form thy bosom to each generous deed ; 
To plant thy mind with every useful seed ; 
Be these thy arts : nor spare the grateful toil, 
Where Nature's hand has bless'd the happy soil. 
So shalt thou know, with pleasing skill, to blend 
The lovely mistress, and instru6live friend : 
So shalt thou know, when unrelenting Time 
Shall spoil ihose charms yet opening to their prime. 
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To ease the loss of Beauty's transient flower, 

While reason keeps what rapture gave before. 

And oh 1 while Wit, fair dawning, spreads its ray, 

Serenely rising to a glorious day. 

To hail the growing lustre oft be mine. 

Thou early favorite of the sacred Nine ! 

And shall the Muse with blameless boast pretend, 
In Youth's gay bloom that Sappho call'd me frietid : 
That urg'd by me she shunn'd the dangerous way, 
Where heedless^ maids in endless error stray ; 
That scorning soon her sex*s idler art, 
Fair Praise inspir'd and Virtue warhi'd her heart ; 
That fond to reach the distant paths of Fame, 
I taught her infant genius where to aim ? 
Thus when the feather'd choir first tempt the sky. 
And all unskill'd their feeble pinions try, 
Th' experienc'd sire prescribes th' adventurous height. 
Guides the young wing, and pleas'd attends the flight. 



EPISTLE XVI. 



TO 

SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 



Br THE LATE LORD MELCOMBE. 



— •■ —Quae cenaet amiculus : ut si 

Caecus iter monstrare velit.——' Hor. 



Though strength of genius, by experience taught, 
Gi^e thee to sound the^epth of human thought. 
To trace the various workings of the mind. 
And rule the secret springs that rule mankind ; 
Rare gift ! yet, Walpole, wilt thou condescend 
To listen, if thy unexperienc'd friend 
Can aught of use impart, though void of skill, 
And raise attention by sincere good will : 
For friendship sometimes want of parts supplies. 
The heart may furnish what the head denies. 
As, when the rapid Rhine o'er swelling tides, 
To grace old Ocean's coast, in triumph rides, 
Though rich in source, he drains a thousand springs, 
Nor scorns the tribute each small riv'let brings : 
So thou shalt hence absorb each feeble ray, 
* Each dawn of meaning in thy brighter day ; 



134 ETHIC EPISTLES. Epist. XVI 

Shalt like, or, where thou canst not like, excuse^ 
Since no mean interest shall prophane the Muse ; 
No malice wrapt in truth's disguise offend, 
No flattery taint the freedom of a friend. 

When first a generous mind surveys the great. 
And views the crowds that on their fortune wait. 
Pleas'd with the shew (though little understood). 
He only seeks the power, to do the good : 
Thinks, till he tries, 'tis godlike to dispose. 
And gratitude still springs, when bounty flows ; 
That every grant sincere affection wins. 
And where our wants have end, our love begins. 
But they who long the paths of state have trod. 
Learn from the clamors of the murm'ring crowd. 
Which cramm'd, yet craving, still their gates be 

siege, 
'Tis easier far to give, than to oblige. 
This of thy condu6l seems the nicest part. 
The chief pcrfe6lion of the statesman's art ; 
To give to fair assent a fairer face, 
Or soften a refusal into grace. 
But few there are that can be freely kind, 
Or know to fix the favors on the mind ; 
Hence some whene'er they would oblige, offend. 
And while they make the fortune lose the friend : 
Still give unthank'd ; still squander, not bestow ; 
For great men want not what to give, but how. 
The race of men that follow courts, 'tis true. 
Think all they get, and more than all, their due ; 
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Still asky but ne'er consult their own deserts. 

And measure by their interest, not their parts. 

Prom this mistake so many men we see 

But ill become the thing they wish to be : 

Hence discontent and fresh demands arise, 

More power, more favor in the great man's eyes : 

All feel a want, though none the cause suspe£l, 

But hate their patron for their own defeat. 

Sucb none can please, but who reforms their hearts, 

And when he gives them places, gives them parts. 

As these o'erprize their worth, so sure the great 

May sell their favors at too dear a rate. 

When merit pines while clamor is preferr'd. 

And long attachment waits among the herd ; 

When no distinction, where distin6Hon 's due, 

Marks from the many the superior few : 

When strong cabal constrains them to be just. 

And makes them give at last, because they must ; 

What hopes that men of real worth should prize 

What neither friendship gives, nor merit buys ? 

The man who justly o'er the whole presides. 

His well-weigh 'd choice with wise affeiLtion guides; 

Knows when to stop with grace, and when advance, 

Nor gives from importunity, or chance : 

But thinks how little gratitude is owM, 

When favors arc extorted, not bestow'd. 

When safe on shore ourselves, we see the crowd 

Surround the great, importunate and loud : 

Through such a tumult 'tis no easy task 

To drive the man of real worth to ask ; 
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Surrounded thus, and giddy with the shew^ 
*Tis hard for great men rightly to bestow; 
Hence then so few are skiird in either case^ 
To ask ^ith dignity, or give with grace. 
Sometimes the great, seduc'd by love of parts. 
Consult our genius, but negle6l our hearts ; 
PleasM with the glittering sparks that genius flings. 
They lift us tow'ring on the eagle's wings ; 
Mark out the flights by which themselves begun, 
And teach our dazzled eyes to bear the sun, 
Till we forget the hand that made us great. 
And grow to envy, not to emulate. 
To emulate a generous warmth, implies 
To reach the virtues that make great men rise ; 
But envy wears a mean malignant face, 
And aims not at their virtues, but their place. 
Such to oblige, how vain is the pretence ! 
When every favor is a fresh offence. 
By which superior power is still iniply'd. 
And while it helps the fortune, hurts the pride. 
Slight is the hate negle6t or hardships breed ; 

But those who hate from envy, hate indeed. 

Since so perplex 'd the choice, whom shall we trust ? 

Methinks, I hear thee cry, the brave, the just ; 

The man by no mean fears or hopes controul'd. 

Who serves thee from affedlion, not for gold ! 

We love the honest, and esteem the brave, 

Despise the coxcomb, but detest the knave. 

No shew of parts the truly wrse seduce. 

To think that knaves can be of real use^ 
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In Mem'ry's temple chaunts my name ? - 
One blissful moment whilst we live 
Weighs more than ages of renown ; 
What then do Potentates receive 
Of goody peculiarly their own } 
Sweet Ease and unafie£led Joy, 
Domestic Peace, and sportive Pleasure, 
The regal throne and palace fly, 
And, bom for liberty, prefer 
Soft liknt scenes of lovely leisure. 
To, what we Monarchs buy so dear, 
The thorny pomp of scepter'd care* 
My pain or bliss shall ne'er depend 
On fickle Fortune's casual flight, 
For, wliether she's my foe or friend^ 
In calm repose I'll pats the night ; 
And ne'er by watchful homage own 
I court her smile, or fear her frown. 
But from our stations we derive 
Unerring precepts how to live. 
And certain deeds each rank calls forth, 
By which is measur'd human worth. 
Voltaire, within his private cell, 
In realms where ancient honesty 
Is patrimonial property, 
And sacred Freedom loves to dwell. 
May give up all his peace of mind, 
Guided by Plato's deathless page. 
In silent solitude resigned. 
To the mild virtues of a Ss^ 1 
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Nor think that good alone to him confinM; 

Such to oblige is to oblige mankind. 

If thus thy mighty master's steps thou trace, 

The brave lo cherish, and the good to grace, 

Long shalt thou stand from rage and fa6tion free. 

And teach us long to love the king and thee ; 

Or fall a vidtim dangerous to the foe, 

And make him tremble when he strikes the blow ; 

While honor, gratitude, aiie^ion join, 

To deck thy close, and brighten thy decline. 

Illustrious doom I the great when thus displac'd. 

With friendship guarded, and with virtue grac'd, 

In awful ruin, like Rome's senate, fall 

The prey and worship of the wondVing Gaul. 

No doubt to genius some reward is due 
(Excluding that were satirising you) : 
But yet believe thy undesigning friend ; 
When truth and genius for thy choice contend, 
Though both have weight, when in the balance 

cast. 
Let probity be first, and parts be last. 

On these foundations if thou dar'st be great. 
And check the growth of folly and deceit. 
When party rage shall drop through length of 

days. 
And calumny be ripen*d into praise. 
Then future times shall to thy worth allow 
That fame, which envy would call flattery now. 
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s ^ my zealy though for the task unfit, 
inted out the rocks where others split : 
t inspired, though stranger to the Nine, 
egligent of any fame but thine, 
that friendly, but superfluous part, 
JEks from nature what I teach from art. 



EPISTLE XVII. 



TO THE 
Worthy f Humantf Generous, Reverend^ and Noble, 

FREDERICK CORNWALLIS-, 

(L>te Archbishop of C^nturbury.) 



BY SNEYD DAVJES, D. D. 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCXLIII. 



In frolic's hour, ere serious thought had birth, 
ThQre was a time, my dear Cornwallis, when 
Fancy would take me on her airy wing 
And waft to views romantic ; there display 
Some motley vision, shade and sun : the cliff. 
Overhanging sparkling brooks and ruins grey. 
Bade me meanders trace, and catch the form 
Of varying clouds, and rainbows learn to paint. 

Sometimes ambition, brushing by, would twitch 
My spirits, and with winning look sublime 
Allure to follow. What though steep the track, 
Her mountain's top would overpay, when climb'd, 
The scaler's toil ; her temple there was fine, 
And lovely thence the prospe6ls. She<ould tell 
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Where laurels grew, whence many a wreath antique ; 
But more advis'd to shun the barren twig, 
(Whiit is immortal verdure without fruit ?) 
And woo some thriving art : her num'rous mine^ 
Were open to the searcher's skill and pains. 

Caught by th* harangue, heart beat, and flutt'ring 
pulse, 

Sounded irregular marches, to be gone 

What, pause a moment when Ambition calls! 

No, the blood gallops to the distant goal. 

And throbs to reach it. Let the lame sit still. 

When Fortune gentle, at the hill's verge extreme, 

Array 'd in decent robe, and plain attire, 

Smiling approach'd; and what occasion ask*d 

Of climbing i She already provident 

Had cater'd well, if stomach could digest 

Her viands, and a palate not too nice. 

Unfit she said, for perilous attempt. 

That manly limb requir'd, and sinews tough. 

She took, and lay'd me in a vale remote. 
Amid the gloomy scene of fir and yew, 
On ample ground ; where Morpheus strew'd the bed : 
Obscurity her curtain round me drew. 
And syren Sloth a dull quietus sung. 

Sithence no fairy sights, no quick'ning ray, 
No ;stir of pulse, nor objects to entice 
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Abroad the spirits { but the doyster'd heait 
Sits squat at home, like pagod in a nitdi 
Demure ; or gnuidces with nod- watching eye. 
And folded arms, in presence of the throne, 
Turk, or Indostan— Cities, forums, couits. 
And prating sanhedrims, and drumming wars, 
Afie6^ no more than stories told tobed 
Lethargic, which at intervals the sick 
Hears and forgetSf and wakes to dose again. 
Instead of converse and variety, 
The same trite round, the same stale silent scene : 
Such are thy comforts, blessed Si^tttide \ 

But Innocence is there, but Peace all Und, 
And simple Q^iet with her downy couch. 
Meads lowing, tune of birds> and lapse of streams ; 
And Saunter with a book ; and warbling Muse, 
In praise of hawthorns. — Life's whole business this! 
Is it to bask i' th' sun Mf so, a snail 
Were happy crawling on a southern wall. 

Why sits Content upon a cottage sill 
At even-tide ; and blesseth the coarse meal 
In sooty comer ? why sweet slumbers wait 
Th' hard pallet \ not because from haunt remote, 
Sequester'd in a dingle's bushy lap : 
'Tis labour makes the peasant's sav'ry fare. 
And works out his repose : for ease must ask 
The leave of diligence to be ei\joy'd. 
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Oh 1 listen oot to that enchantress Ease 
With seeming smile ; her palatable cup 
By standing grows insipid ; and beware 
Perditioay for there's poison in the lees. 
What health impair'd, and crowds ina6live maim'd f 
What daily martyrs to her sluggish cause ! 
Less stri6l devoir the Russ and Persian claim 
Despotic ; and, as subje6t9 long inur'd 
To servile burden, grow supine and tame : — 
So fares it with our sov*reign, and her train; 

What tho" with lure fallacious she pretend 
From worldly bondage to set free ; what gain 
Her votaries ? What avails from iron chains 
Exempt, if rosy fetters bind as fast ? 

Bestir, and answer your creation's end. 
Think we that man with vig*rous pow'r endow M, 
And room to stretch, was destin'd to sit still ? 
Sluggards are Nature's rebels, slight her lawsy 
Nor live up to the terms on which they hold 
Their vital lease. Laborious terms and hard I 
But such the tenure of our earthly state ! 
Riches and i^me are Industry's reward ; 
The nimble runner courses Fortune down, 
And then he banquets, for she feeds the bold. 

Think what you owe your country, what yourself 
if splendor charm not, yet avoid the scorn 
That treads on lowly stations. Think of some 
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they last for ever, could not bestow real glory, if 
only the records of Pride, Tyranny, and Vice. 

30. - In vdiriy Studleyy thy proud forests spread; 

In vain. Sec.'] Much less if purchased by op- 
pression and guilt. [Studley in Yorkshire, the seat of 
the Aislabies, one of whom was deeply concerned in 
the dark transaction of the year 1720.] 

ib. Next view the Hero in th* embattled field \ — ] True 
Honor is not to be reaped from unjust Conquest : It 
is not vi6lory, but a just cause, that can engage our 
esteem. 

31. Not Caesar* s self y &c.] 

Du premier des Cesars on vante les exploits ; 
Mais dans quel tribunal, juge suivantles loix, 
£(it-)l pu disculper son injuste manie ? 

ib. Whose voice wah*d Freedom in the savage mine .'] 
GusTAVUS Vasa. 

32. Alas, nor wity nor science, this can boast,] Nei- 
ther is true glory to be obtained by wit or science : 
They are chimerical : Sometimes attended with folly, 
or weakness; often stained with vice, and so render 
their possessors mischievous and infamous. 

ib. Oft vice corrupts, what sense and parts refine,] 

Je oe puis estimer ces dangereux auteurs 

Qui de rhonneur, en vers, infames deserteurs, 

Trahissant la vertu sur un papier coupable, 

Aux yeux de leur le^eurs rendent le vice aimable.-* 

£n vain Tesprit est plein d^une noble vigueur ; 

Le vert se lent toujours des bassesses de coeur. 

BoiLEAv, r Art Poet* Ch. 4« 
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j2. -«— i-— . Virtue : That alone can give, &c.] 
The foundation of true Honor is Virtue only. 

33 Give Spenser's clear^ and Shakspere's noble 
Jlame ;] It is Virtue only that gives the 
Poet lasting glory : this proved by instances. 

i^. To truth, and virtue the ascent is sure ;] The Phi- 
losopher can only hope for true glory from the same 
source ; because Truth is his object, and nothing can 
be Truth that tends to destroy Virtue and Happiness. 
Hence appears the madness, infamy, and falsehood of 
those destru6live schemes set on foot by the se^ 
called Free-thinkers. 

34. Gordon's thin shallowsy &c.] Gordon*s thin 
shallows. The Work here characterized is intitled, 
" The Independent Whig, or a Defence of our eccle- 
siastical Establishment i** Yet it may be truly affirm- 
ed, that there is not one institution of the Church of 
England, but what is here misrepresented, and ridi- 
culed with the lowest and most despicable scurrility. 

ib, Tindal*s muddy page."} Alluding to the con- 
fusion of ideas, which that dull writer labors under. 

f^. Morgan:"] His chara6ler is thus drawn by an ex- 
cellent writer — " Who by the peculiar felicity of a 
" good choice, having learned his morality of our 
** Tindal, and his philosophy of your [the Jews] Spi- 
** noza, cadis himself, by the courtesy of England, a 
** Moral Philosopher." Warb. Div. Leg. of Moses 
dem. Vol. II. Ded.p. 20. 

ib, Toland,'] A noted advocate for that species of 
atheism commonly called pantheism. 
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34 Hohbes.'] It is confessed he was a man of genius 
and learning : Yet, through a ridiculous afiedation 
of being regarded as the founder of new systems, he 
has advanced many things even below confutation. 

ib. MandevilU.'] The Author of that monstrous heap 
of contradi6tion and absurdity, " The Fable of the 
BeeSy or private Vices public Benefits." The reader 
who is acquainted with the writings of these Gentle- 
men, will probably observe a kind of climax in this 
place ; ascending from those who have attempted to 
destroy the several fences of virtue, to the wild boars 
of the wood that root it up. 

ib. InseS opinions^ &c.] Falsehood short-lived ; 
Truth eternal. 

Uf, See Mow the lustre of the Athenian sage shines, 
jScc.'] Socrates, and Newton. 

Examples of the two most illustrious phjlosof^rs 
that ever adorned the world ; the one excellent in 
moral, the other in natural knowledge. 

35. Kings f statesmen f &c.] — ^must build their fame 
on Virtue, 

ih. But the paie tendriisf nurs*dbyfiaUery*shandy-^'] 
Flattery cannot raise folly or vice into true glory. 

a. See martyr-bishops, &c.] The catalogue of these 
heroes, through the several ages of Christianity, is 
too large to be inserted in a work of this nature : 
Those of our own Country were Ridley, LATiMERt 
ftad the good (though less fortunate) Cranmsr. 

ib, , ■ . H ype] Earl of Clarendon. 
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36. ^%us various honors various states adorn,"] Thus it 
appears that every one has the power of obtaining 
true honor, by promoting the happiness of mankind 
in his proper station. 

i^. See then heap* rCs endless bounty^ &c.] And thus 
the love of fame, though often perverted to bad ends, 
is naturally conducive to virtue and happiness. 

ib. the man who mov'd by Virtue's laws^ 

Reveres himself, &c. J'True honor chara6lerized 
and exemplified. 

EPISTLE VI. 

Page 39. Plac'd like Hamxlcar*s son, &c.] Ibi, fema 
est, in quiete visum ab eo Juvenem divina specie, qui 
se ab Jove diceret ducem in Italiam Hannibali missum : 
proinde sequeretur, neque usquam a se deJleBeret oculos. 
Pavidum primo, nusquam circumspicientem aut respi- 
cientem, sequutum ; deinde, cura humani ingenii, 
quum, quidnam id esset, quod respicere vetitus esset, 
agitaret animo, temperare oculis nequivisse ; tum 
vidisse, post sese serpentem mira magnitudine cum 
ingenti arborumac virgultorum strage ferri, &c. 

Liv. xxi, 22. 

40. A dying Damian, &c.] See January and May 
in Chaucer and Pope. 

41. And each Jair Marchioness, Sec.] Marianne, the 
Fortunate Country Maid, &c. 

42. Loretto's lady.] See Dr. Middleton's Letter 
from Rome (4th edit. 8vo.) p. 155. 
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EPISTLE VII. 

Page 50. Expatiating alone along the dreary round. ^ 
£t sola in sicca secum spatiatur arena. Virg. 

52. Howjled her Monarchy • ] Xerxes. 

55. Apolbf though degraded still can bless^ 
Rewarded zuith a Sainthood^ and an s.] St. 

ApoUos. 

ib. And Jove himself by Peter's name baptiz'dy] At 
St. Peter's an old statue of Jupiter is turned into one 
of St. Peter. 

56. With Peter's sword and Michael's lance are sent. 
And whatever stores supply' d the church's arma- 
ment.'] 

Addit et Herculeos arcus, hastamque Minervaey 
Quicquid habent telorum armamentaria Coeli. Juv* 

57. ' a vile Romish Priest's vile Delegate."] The 
Pope's Nuncio. 

ib. See Henry in his Father'' s footsteps tread,] Hen. III. 

58. At Edward's and at Henry's name to fall i] Ed- 
ward I. and III. and Henry V. 

ib. the assassin King • ] Richard III. 

ib, — a gaping Gorgon's face,] Medusa's 

head in the armory of the Tower. 

59. the Royal hall,] Wesminster-hall. 
ib. the Reveller profuse ] Henry VIII. 
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59. Sold by one minister ,] Cardinal Wolsey* 

60. — the pious Youth too slightly seen ;] Edward III. 

ib. — — a weah Romish Queen.'] Mary. 

ib, h is beggar* d Daughter — "] Qjieen 

of Bohemia. 

6 1 . Poison* done sm^ and t* other sent to Spain."] Prince 
Henry, and Charles I. 

ib, — the Priest f more Romish still than her ;] Arch- 
bishop Laud. 

ib, t he next Prince^ expelled his native land,] 

Charles II. 

ib. His Hero son in Freedom's beauteous cause*] 
WilHam III. 

ib, unhappy still f howe'er 

Posterity the gallant aQion bear.] 

Infelix tttcumque ferent ea fada mi nores. Vi m c* 

^2. To nnlitng Indians deals out equal laws. 

And from his Country^ s voice offeEls applause ;] 



-Volentes 



Per populos dat jura, viramque afFedat Olympo. Virg« 

ib. What time fair Florence on her peaceful shorcy 

Has lap*d me trijler in inglorious ease. 
Modelling precepts ] 

lUo yirgilium me tempore dulcis alebat 
PartlMnopet atudiif Borentemignobiliioti* VimG« 



ETHIC EPISTLES. 171 



EPISTLE VIII. 

Page 63. The amiable and accomplished young 
Nobleman who is addressed in this Epistle, after 
having given to his Parents and Country the fairest 
hopes, was cut off at Bologna, the nth September, 
1744, by the small pox, on the evening of his nine- 
teenth birth-day. 

Dr. Dalton, his tutor, the author, was born near 
Whitehaven in Cumberland, and educated in Queen's 
College, Oxford. He took his dodlor's degree in the 
year 1750, and at his death in 1763, was prebendary 
of Worcester and re6lor of St. Mary at Hill, in Lon- 
don. Besides his poems in these volumes, he obliged 
the public with a volume of Sermons, and adapted 
to the theatre the Comus of Milton. 



EPISTLE IX. 

Page 74. The Lord Hervey who wrote this Epistle, 
was John, second son to the first Hervey, Earl of 
Bristol. He distinguished himself by his attachment 
to Whiggism, and his zealous support of Walpole. 
He was called up to the House of Lords in 1733, and 
died in the life-time of his father. Pope, who had 
even more malignity than wit, lampooned him with- 
out mercy, in the c lia r a dter of Sporus. Lord Hervey, 
however, though mfeiior to Pope as a poet, was in 
odicr re^edU % ita better writer. His political tra% 
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have rarely been equalled, and he certainly was su- 
perior to the Satirist, as a scholar. 

This address of his Lordship to his Friend, is a 
paraphrastic imitation of Horace, B. II. Ode 6. 

75. Permit me, Ickworthy rest, and health at last,] 
Ickworth in Suffolk, has long been the residence of 
the Hcrveys. 

EPISTLE XI. 

Page 85. To Wyndham, strength, and grace, and fire, 
and weight ;] Sir William Wyndham. 

ih. To Granville parts to save a sinking state."] John 
Earl of Granville. 

92 Before a Lonsdale's- head, a Lonsdale* s heart. "} 
The late Lord. 

102. Bow, Filmer, Bow! to hell* s tremendous throne,"] 
Sir Robert Filmer, author of " Patriarcha, or, the 
" Natural Power of Kings," and other pieces of the 
same tendency. He was confuted by Mr. Locke, in 
his Essay on Government. 

ib. And thou, blest Martyr, in fair Freedom* s cause,] 
Algernon Sydney. 

EPISTLE XII. 

Page 106. Where hail and snow renew their treasur*d 
store:] Job. xxxviii. 22. 

107- great Charles, ] Charles V. 

Emperor of Germany, who in his retirement amused 
himself with puppets. See Strada, de bello Belgico. 
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114. -^re Bernard eat, ] A Frenchman, 

rendered famous for a most extravagant expence in 
eating. 

ib. c onsult with Sioane,^ Sir Hans 

Sloane. 

EPISTLE XIII. 

Page 121. — the bounties of Germain,'] Lady 

Elizabeth Germain. 



EPISTLE XVII. 

Page 140. The amiable Writer of this Epistle, was 
educated at Eton, and succeeded to a fellowship of 
King's. Having taken orders, he was instituted to 
the reflory of Kingsland in Herefordshire, a living of 
which he was patron. The friend he here addresses, 
whilst Bishop of Litchfield, preferred him to the arch- 
deaconry of Derby, and the prebendal stall he 
held with it. Besides the several compositions 
which these volumes contain, there are many imita- 
tions of Horace by him, interspersed in Mr. Dun- 
combe's edition, though not distinguished by his 
name. 

EPISTLE XVIII. 

Page 146. That castle opposite,] A 

castle belonging to the Earl of Oxford. 
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148. GOf starch for Athens^ &c.] See Wheeler's 
Travels, p. 346, 7, 380, 300. 

it, iVkere He, whom only dauntless Philip fcar^d^ 
Demosthenes. 



EPISTLE XIX. 

Page I s^' Cowperj Talbot^ Somers, Tork^ ] 

Respectively High Chancellors of Great Britain. 

ib, Murrey -] The pre- 
sent Earl of Mansfield. 

EPISTLE XXI. 

Page 157. Mr. Cooper was of Thurgarton in the 
County of Nottingham, and possessed from his fa- 
thicr a considerable fortune. He received his gram- 
matical education at Westminster, and afterviards 
passed between two and three years at Cambridge, as 
a fellow-commoner of Trinity. Having married 
early he retired to his paternal seat, and there died, 
in 1769, of the stone. 



THE END. 
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EPISTLES 

FAMILIAR AND HUMOROUS. 



EPISTLE I. 

FROM 

SOAME JENTNS, ES^ 

IN TH£ COUNTRY, 



To the 

LORD LOVELACE 

IN TOWN. 



In days, my Lord, when mother Time, 

Though now grown old, was in her prime, 

When SATURirfirst began to rule. 

And Jove was hardly come from school, 

How happy was a country life ! 

How free from wickedness and strife ! 

Then each man liv'd upon his farm, 

And thought and did no mortal harm ; 

On mossy banks fair virgins slept, 

As harmless as the flocks they kept ; 

Then love was all they had to do. 

And nymphs were chaste, and swains were true. 

But now, whatever poets write, 
*Tis sure the case is alter'd quite. 



: no mare in rural plains, 

ice is in the cottage found, 
-ountry girls are oft unsound: 
: party-rage each village fires, 
wars of justices and 'squires ; 
neys, for a barley-straw, 
'r ages hamper folks in law ; 
J -very neighbour's in a flame 

■* tlieir rates, or tythes, or game : 
Quarrel for their hares and pigeons, 
J le for difTrence in religions : 

lid their parson the best preacher, 
leer some a better teacher ; 
;, to the Church they fight for, strangers, 
i>a><; faith in nothing, but her dangers i 
While those, a more believing people, 
Can swallow all things — but a steeple. 

But I, my Lord, wlw, as you luiow. 
Care little how these matters go, 
And equally latest the strife 
And usual joys of country life. 
Have by good fortune little share 
Of its diversions, or its care ; 
For seldom 1 with 'squires unite. 
Who hunt all day, and drink all night i 
Nor reckon wonderful inviting, 
A quarter-sciuons, or cock-fighting ; 
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But then no farm I occupy. 

With sheep to rot and cows to die : 

Nor rage I much» or much despair, 

Though 4n my hedge I find a snare ; 

Nor view I, with due admiration. 

All the high honors here in fashion ; 

The great commissions of the quorum. 

Terrors to all who come before 'em ; 

Militia scarlet, edg'd .with gold. 

Or the white staff high-sheriffs hold ; 

The representative's caressing, 

The judge's bow, the bishop's blessing. 

Nor can I for my soul delight 

In the dull feast of neighb'ring knight, 

Who, if you send three days before. 

In white gloves meets you at the door, 

With superfluity of breeding 

First makes you sick, and then with feeding. 

Or if with ceremony cloy'd. 

You would next time such plagues avoid. 

And visit without previous notice, 

John, JoHN,acoachI — I can*t think who 'tis. 

My lady cries, who spies your coach. 

Ere you the avenue approach ; 

Lord, how unlucky ! — ^washing-day 1 

And all the men are in the hay ! 

Entrance to gain is something hard, 

The dogs all bark, the gates are barr'd ; 

The yard '% with lines of linen cross'd, 
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The hall-door 's lock'd, the key is lost : 

These difficulties all o'ercome. 

We reach at length the drawing-room. 

Then there^s such trampling over-head. 

Madam you'd swear was brought to-bed ; 

Nfiss in a hurry bursts the lock. 

To get clean sleeves to hide her smock ; 

The servants run, the pewter clatters; 

My lady dresses, calls, and chatters ; 

The cook-maid raves for want of butter. 

Pigs squeak, fowls scream, and green geese 

flutter.. 
Now after three hours tedious waiting. 
On all our neighbours faults debating. 
And having nine times view'd the garden. 
In which there's nothing worth a farthing, 
In comes my lady and the pudden : 
You will excuse, sir,— on a sudden — 
Then, that we may have four and four, 
The bacon, fowls, and colli- flow 'r 
Their ancient unity divide, 
The top one graces, one each side ; 
And by and by the second course 
Comes lagging like a distanced horse ; 
A salver then to church and king, 
The butler sweats, the glasses ring ; 
The cloth remov'd, the toasts go round. 
Bawdy and politics abound ; 
And as the knight more tipsy waxes. 
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We damn all ministers and taxes. 

At last the ruddy sun quite sunk. 

The coachman tolerably drunk, 

Whirling o'er hillocs, ruts, and stones, 

Enough to dislocate one's bones, 

We home return, a wond'rous token 

Of heaven's kind care, with limbs unbroken. 

Affli6t us not, ye Gods, though sinners. 

With many days like this, or dinners 1 

But if civilities thus teaze me, 
Nor business, nor diversions please me, 
You'll ask, my Lord, how time I spend ? 
I answer, with a book, or friend : 
The circulating hours dividing 
'Twixt reading, walking, eating, riding : 
But books are still my highest joy, 
These earliest please, and latest cloy. 
Sometimes o'er distant climes 1 stray. 
By guides experienc'd taught the way ; 
The wonders of each region view, 
From frozen Lapland to Peru ; 
Bound o'er rough seas^ and mountains bare. 
Yet ne'er forsake my elbow chair. 
Sometimes some fam'd historian's pen 
Recalls past ages back agen. 
Where all I see, through every page. 
Is but how men with senseless rage 
Each other rob, destroy, and burn, 



rve a priest's, or statesman's turn ; 
^h loaded with a diff'renl aim, 
,way3 asses much the same- 
limes 1 view with much delight, 
es their holy game-cocks fight ; 
faith and works at variance set, 
hard who shall ihe viftory get ; 
ivtery and episcopacy 

ht so long, it would amaze ye; 
11.1.-1% ill holds a tierce dispute 
reprobation absolute ; 
sense kicks Iransubstantiation, 
;ason pecks at revelation, 
■arned Nkwton now 1 ily 
.1 the rolling orbs on high, 
new worlds, and for a minute 
IS old one scorn, and all that's in it : 
And now with laboring Boylb I trace 
Nature through every winding maze. 
The latent ijualities admire 
Of vapors, water, air and fire : 
With pleasing admiration see 
Matter's surprising subtlety ; 
As how the smallest lamp displays, 
Formiles around, its scatter'd rays ; 
Or how (the case still more t' explain) 
A fart that weighs not half a grain. 
The atmosphere will oft perfume 
Of a whole spacious drawing-room. 
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Sometimes I pass a whole long day 
In happy indolence away, 
In fondly meditating o'er 
Past pleasures, and in hoping more : 
Or wander through the fields and woods^ 
And gardens bath'd in circling floods, 
There blooming flow'rs with rapture view. 
And sparkling gems of morning dew, 
Whence in my mind ideas rise 
Of Celia's cheeks, and Chloe*s eyes. 

'Tis thus, my Lord, I, free from strife. 
Spend an inglorious country life ; 
These are the joys I still pursue. 
When absent from the town and you : 
Thus pass long summer suns away. 
Busily idle, calmly gay ; 
Nor great, nor mean, nor rich, nor poor. 
Nor having much, or wishing more ; 
Except that you, when weary grown 
Of all the follies of the town. 
And seeing, in all public places. 
The same vain fops and painted faces. 
Would sometimes kindly condescend 
To visit a dull country friend : 
Here you*ll be ever sure to meet 
A hearty welcome, though no treat. 
One who has nothing else to do, 
But to divert himself and yous 
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IX, where quiet guards the door, 
T3.1 wils smoak, drink and roar ; 
e books, safe horses, wholesome liquor, 
girU, backgammon, and the vicar. 



EPISTLE II. 



TO 

LORD BATHVRST. 



BY 

LADY MARY fTORTLEY MONTAGU. 



How happy You I who varied joys pursue ; 
And every hour presents you something new! 
Plans, schemes, and models, all Palladio*s art, 
For six long months have gained upon your heart i 
Of colonades, of corridores you talk. 
The winding stair- case and the cover'd walk: 
You blend the orders with Vitruvian toil, 
And raise with wond'rous joy the fancy'd pile : 
But the dull workman's slow performing hand 
Too coldly executes his lord's command. 
With dirt and mortar soon you grow displeas'd. 
Planting succeeds, and avenues are rais'd. 
Canals are cut, and mountains level made ; 
Bowers of retreat, and galleries of shade ; 
The shaven turf presents a lively green ; 
The bordering flow'rs in mystic knots are seen: 
With studied art on nature you refine — 
The spring beheld you warm in this design ; 
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But tcaice die celd attacks your fiiv'rite trees. 

Your indioatioD fiuls, and wishes freeze. 

Yon «|nit the giPVCy to lately you admir'd ; 

With other Tiews your eager hopes are fir*d« 

Post to tlie dty you direft your way; 

Not biooming paradise could bribe your stay : 

Ambitioa diews you power^r brightest side ; 

'Tis meanly poor in solitude to hide. 

Though certain pains attend the cares of state^ 

A good man owes his country to be great; 

Should a6l abroad the high distinguished part^ 

Or shew at least the purpose of his heart. 

With thoughts like these the shining courts you 



Full of new prcje^ for almost a week : 
You then despise the tinsel glittering snare ; 
Think vile mankind below a serious care. 
Life is too short for any distant aim ; 
And cold the dull reward of future fame : 
Be happy then while yet you have to live ; 
And love is all the blessing Heav'n can give. 
Kir'd by new passion you address the fair ; 
Survey the opera as a gay parterre : 
Young Cloc*s bloom had made you certain prizei 
But for a side-long glance from Celia's eyes : 
Your beating heart acknowledges her power; 
Your eager eyes her lovely form devour ; 
You feel the poison snivelling in your breast, 
And all your soul by fond desire possess'd. 
In dying sighs a long three hours are past ; 
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To some assembly with impatient haste. 

With trembling hope, and doubtful fear you move, 

Resolv'd to tempt your fate, and own your love : 

But there Belinda meets you on the stairs, 

Easy her shape, attra6ling all her airs ; 

A smile she gives, and with a smile can wound ; 

Her melting voice has music in the sound ; 

Her every motion wears resistless grace ; 

Wit in her mien, and pleasure in her face : 

Here while you vow eternity of love, 

Cloe and Celia unregarded move. 

Thus on the sands of Afric's burning plains, 
However deeply made, no long impress remains ; 
The lightest leaf can leave its figure there ; 
The strongest form is scatter'd by the air. 
So yielding the warm temper of your mind. 
So touch'd by every eye, so toss'd by wind ; 
Oh ! how unlike the heav'n my soul designed I 
Unseen, unheard, the throng around me move ; 
Not wishing praise, insensible of love : 
No whispers soften, nor no beauties fire ; 
Careless I see the dance, and coldly hear the lyre. 

So numVous herds are driven o'er the rock ; 
No print is left of all the passing flock : 
So sings the wind around the solid stone : 
So vainly beat the waves with fruitless moan. 
Tedious the toil, and great the workman's care. 
Who dare attempt to fix impressions there : 
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But should -some swain more skilful than the rest^ 
Engrave his name upon this marble breast^ 
Not rolling ages could de&ce that name ; 
Through all the storms of life 'tis still the same : 
Though length of years with moss may shade the 

ground. 
Deep, though unseen, remains the secret wound. 



EPISTLE III. 



TO THE 

EARL OF MIDDLE TON, 

[From RatislxHi.] 



BY 

SIR GEORGE E7HEREGE. 



Since love and verse, as well as wines, 

Are briskest where the sun most shines, 

'Tis something to lose some degrees, 

Now age itself begins to freeise : 

Yet this I patiently could bear. 

If the rough Danube's Beauties were 

But only two degrees less fair 

Than the bright Nymphs of gentle Thames, 

Who warm me hither with their beams : 

Such power they have, they can dispense 

Five hundred miles their influence. 

But hunger forces men to eat, 

Though no temptation 's in the meat. 

How would the ogling sparks despise 

The darling damsel of my eyes ; 



Shoiiid they behold her at a yi^y. 
As she's trick'd-up on hiily-day; 
When the whole family combine 
For public pride to make her sliine i 
Her lock*, which long before lay matted. 
Are on ihla day comb'd out and platted I 
A diamond bodkin in each Iress, 
The badges of her nobleness ; 
For every stone, as well as she, 
Can boast an ancient pedigree. 
These form'd the jewel erst did grace 
The cap of the first Grave o'lh' race; 
Preferred by Graffin Marian 
T' adorn tlie handle of her fan ; 
And, as by old record appears, 
Worn since in Renigurda's years : 
Now sparkling in the iVokin's hair, 
No rocket breaking in the air 
Can with her starry head compare. 
Such ropes of pearl her arms incumber. 
She scarce can deal (he cards at Ombre. 
So many rings eti:h finger freight. 
They tremble with the mighty weight. 
The like b England ne'er was seen, 
SiiKc Holbein drew Hal and his Q^een. 
But, after tbete fsuitasik flights. 
The lustre's meaner than the lights. 
The thing that bears this glittering pomp 
U but a tawdry ilUhrcd romp, 
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Whose brawny limbs and martial face 

Proclaim her of the Gothic race, 

More than the mangled pageantry 

Of all the father's heraldry. 

But there's another sort of creatures^ 

Whose ruddy look and grotesque features 

Are so much out of nature's way, 

You'd think them stamp'd on other clay % 

No lawful daughters of old Adam. 

'Mongst these behold a city madam. 

With arms iix mittins, head in muff, 

A dapper cloak and reverend ruff: 

No farce so pleasant as this maukin. 

And the soft sound of High-dutch talking. 

Here, unattended by the Graces, 

The Q^ieen of Love in a sad case is. 

Nature, her aftive minister, 

Negle6ts affairs, and will not stir; 

Thinks it not worth the while to please, 

But when she does it for her ease. 

Ev'n I, her most devout adorer, 

With wandering thoughts appear before her: 

And, when I'm making an oblation. 

Am fain to spur imagination 

With some sham London inclination : 

The bow is bent at German dame ; 

The arrow flies at English game. 

Kindness, that can Indifference warm. 

And blow that calm into a storm. 



\ 
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Hm in the very tendered hour 

Over my gentlenttt a powdery 

True to my country-women^s charms^ 

When kist'd and presi'd in fintign arnu. 



EPISTLE IV. 



TO THE 

REV. SIR JOHN DOLBEN. BART. D. D. 



Sir John, or Do6tor, choose you whether ; 

Or Friend, a better name than either : 

Had it pleas'd dame or madam Fortune, 

T' have thrown me in some place opportune, . 

To see, and hear, and talk with you 

And Wake sometimes an hour or two ; 

Or say it hours were six or seven, 

(For Will can joke from morn till even) 

No need had been to pump for metre. 

To furnish out an idle letter ; 

For then, instead of 'diting poesy, 

I might have prated viva voce. 

Then haply, had the way between 's 

Been miles and way-bits under teens, 

I might have viewed fair Finedon's towVs, 

Its walks, and avenues, and bow'rs. 

The sweet abode of you and yours ; 

The noble furniture have seen, 
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The living furniture I mean ; 
For what is all the costly traffic. 
That comes from India, Spain, or Afric, 
Compared to sprightly wit and beauty. 
That always pleasant is and new t' you ? 
Then had I seen in ev'ry kind. 
Such beauties both of face and mind. 
As oft are read of in romances. 
The creatures of poetic Guides, 
But save at Finedon, hardly found 
On English, or un-English ground; 
Then had I- but I cry you mercy, 
For I must be content Mrith hearsay. 
Nor hope to see such sights as there are, 
« Unless I liv*d a great deal nearer. 
But miles there are twenty and thirty^ 
Both woundy long, and plaguy dirty. 
Which I, the laziest thing alive^ 
Could hardly pass in days twice five. 
Woukl Pegasus let me bestride him. 
And teach me skill, when up, to ride him ; 
Or had I wings well glu'd and corded. 
Better than Icanis or Ford had. 
Away I'd fly, nor stay to bait. 
Until I knock'd at Finedon gate. 
Then woe be to the beef and claret. 
For by my faith I would not spare it ; 
Nor should I, once possession taken. 
Contrive or care to save your baoon. 
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■■" •« 1 to thiftK. 

Of such poor Amg^^^^^^^ 

That ««*"*'^tt„ heirs apparent 
T-'^'^T/lSfairieserrantl 

TO vie* 'h°^'^;U of painters. 
Surpasstagn'^r parent's face 
Kesembhog e.tW ^^^^ ^.e ; 

The l>J^^^ty^Une and feature, 
Toreadinev nr t,^,„,e. 

Avi avorum *'» 

Jear Sir, 1 «"* 
These images' « i„d, 

so strongly P^^^r'i.ett my story. 
ThatalUhe«^'J^^j„^^feeforeme. 
^^ethinl.slseee'n^^^^^^^ tes, 

Thus distant h^^„dsmdes. 

vn^ile.'^stheab^n^^^^^j^^,. 
Fancy supplies «ha 

c„- how this long e^st^^l^^^j 
You see, Sir, " . hell and «« 

jjlt like yo^'^s «"•*'*' 
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Has nothing else to recommend it. 
But jingling sound, and yet I send it % 
For where no better can be had, 
RespeA is shewn, though fare be bad. 

Thus, having tir*d myself and you. Sir, 
I kiss your hands, and so adieu 1 Sir. 

A. Alsof. 

tfUGHTWBUv 
k8( 17*5. 



EPISTLE V. 



TO 

The Honorable 

. GEORGE DODDINGTON, 

[AfterwarcU Lord Meloombe.] 



Br CHRISTOPHER PJTT, M. A. 



If Doddington will condescend 

To -visit a poetic friend, 

And leave a numerous bill of fare. 

For four or five plain dishes here ; 

No costly welcome, but a kind 

He and his friends will always find ; 

A plain, but clean and spacious room, 

The master and his heart at home, 

A cellar open as his face, 

A dinner shorter than his grace ; 

Your mutton comes from Pimpern-down, 

Your fish (if any) from the town ; 

Our rogues, indeed, of late, o'er-aw'd. 

By human laws, not those of God, 

No venison steal, or none they bring 

Or send it all to master Kini^ ; 
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And yet, perhaps, some venturous spark 
May bring it, now the nights are dark. 
Punch I have store, and beer beside. 
And port that 's good, though frenchified. 
Then, if you come, I'm sure to get 
Prom Eastbery^—A desert— of wit. 

One ]ine, good Sir, to name the 'day. 
And your petitioner will pray, &c« 



EPISTLE VI. 



TO THE 

REFEREND CHRISTOPHER PITT» 

ON MIS HAVING A FIT OP THE GOUT. 



FROM HIS BROTHER. 



Among the well-bred natives of our isle, 
" I kiss your hand, Sir," is the modish style; 
In humbler manner, as my fate is low, 
I beg to kiss your venerable toe, 
Not Old Infallibility's can have 
Profounder reverence from its meanest slave. 

What dignity attends the solemn Gout I 
What conscious greatness if the heart be stout ! 
Methinks I see you o*er the house preside. 
In painful majesty and decent pride. 
With leg tost high, on stately sofa sit. 
More like a sultan than a modern wit ; 
Q^,ick at your call the trembling slaves appear. 
Advance with caution, and retire with fear ; 
Ev'n Peggy trembles, though (or authors fail) 
At times the anti-salif laws prevail. 
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Now, Lord have mercy on poor Dick ! say I, 
** Where's thelac'd shoe — ^who laid the flannel by?' 
Within, *tis hurry, the house seems possest ; 
Without, the horses wonder at their rest. 
What terrible dismay, what scenes of care I 
Why is the sooty Mintrem's hopeful heir 
Before the morning-dawn compell'd to rise. 
And give attendance with his half-shut eyes ? 
What makes that girl with hideous visage stare ? 
What fiends prevent Ead's journey to the fair ? 
Why all this noise, this bustle and this rout \ 
** Oh, nothing — ^but poor master has the gout/* 

Meantime, superior to the pains below. 
Your thoughts in soaring meditations flow. 
In rapturous trance on Virgil's genius dwell, 
To us, poor mortals, his strong beauties tell. 
And, like Aeneas, from your couch of state. 
In all the pomp of words display the Trojan fate. 

Can nothing your aspiring thoughts restrain ? 
Or does the Muse suspend the rage of pain ? 
Awhile give o'er your rage ; in sickness prove 
Like other mortals, if you'd pity move : 
Think not your friends compassionate can be, 
When such the product of disease they see ; 
Your sharpest pangs but add to our delight, 
We'll wish you still the Gout, if still you write. 



EPISTLE VII. 



TO 

JOHN HAWKESWORTH, L. L. D, 



Sr FRANCIS FAfTKES, M. A. 



If you, dear Sir, will deign to pass a day 

In the fair vale of Orpington and Cray, 

And live for once as humble vicars do. 

On Thursday I '11 expe6l you here by two. 

£xpe6l no niceties with me to pick. 

But Bansted mutton, and a barn-door chick. 

My friends with generous liquors I regale, 

Good port, old hock, or, if they like it, ale ; 

But if of richer wine you choose a quart. 

Why bring, and drink it here — witli all my heart. 

Plain is my furniture, as is ray treat. 

For 'tis my best ambition, to be neat. 

Leave then all sordid views, and hopes of gain, 

To mortals miserable, mad, or vain ; 

Put the last polish to th' historic page. 

And cease awhile to moralize the age. 

By your sweet converse chear'd the live-long day 

Will pass unnotic'd, lik^the stream, away. 
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Why should kind Providence abundance give, 
If we, like niggards, can't afford to live } 
The wretched miser, poor 'midst heaps of pelf, 
To cram his heir, most madly starves himself-* 
So will not I — give me good wine and ease, 
And let all misers call me fool that please. 
What cannot wine ? it opens all the soul ; 
Faint hope grows brilliant o'er the sparkling bowl: 
Wine's generous spirit makes the coward brave, 
Gives ease to kings, and freedom to the slave : 
Bemus'd in wine, the bard his duns forgets. 
And drinks serene oblivion to his debts : 
Wine drives all cares and anguish from the heart, 
And dubs us connoisseurs of every art. 
Whom does not wine with eloquence inspire ? 
The bowzy beggar struts into a squire. 
This you well know — to me belongs to mind 
That neatness with frugality be join'd : 
That no intruding blab, with itching ears. 
Darken my doors, who tells whate'er he hears. 
Two Buncombes, each a poet, with me dine. 
Your friends, and decent Colman, a divine : 
There's room for more ; so, to complete the band. 
Your wife shall bring fair Innocence in hand. 
Should Cave want copy, let tlie teaser wait. 
While you steal secret through the garden gate. 



EPISTLE VIII. 



TO 

POLLIO, 

rtOM THK 

HILLS OF HOWTH IN IRELAND. 

BY 

THE LJTE EARL NUGENT. 



PoLLiol wouId*st thou condescend 
Here to see thy humble friend, 
Far from doctors, potions, pills, 
Drinking health on native hills ; 
Thou the precious draught may'st share, 
Lucy shall the bowl prepare. 
From the brousing goat it flows, 
From each balmy shrub that grows ; 
Hence the kidling's wanton fire. 
Hence the nerves that brace his sire. 
Vigorous, buxom, young and gay. 
Thou like them shalt love and play. 

What, though far from silver Thames, 
Stately piles, and courtly dames ; 
Here we boast a purer flood, 
Joys tliat stream from sprightly blood ; 
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Here is simple beauty seen, 

Fair, and cloath'd like beauty's queen : 

Nature's hands the garbs compose. 

From the lily and the rose. 

Or, if charm'd with richer dies. 

Fancy every robe supplies. 

Should perchance some high-born fair. 

Absent, claim thy tender care ; 

Here, enraptur'd shalt thou trace, 

Stanhope's shape, and Richmond's face; 

While the waking dream shall pay 

Many a wishing, hopeless day. 

Domes with gold and toil unbought. 

Rise by magic pow'r of thought. 

Where by artist's hand undrawn, 

Slopes the vale, and spreads the lawn ; 

As if sportive nature meant, 

Here to mock the works of Kent. 

Come, and with thee bring along • 
Jocund tale and witty song, 
Sense to teach, and words to move, 
Arts that please, adorn, improve ; 
And, to gild the glorious scene, 
Conscience spotless and serene. 

Poor with all a Heathco tk's store, 
Lives the man who pines for more. 
Wretched he who doom'd to roam, 
Never can be blest at home ; 



tpist. VIIL AND HUMOROirs. t^ 

Nor retire within his mind. 
From th* ungrateful and unkind. 
Happy they whom crowds befriend, 
CursM who on the crowd depend ; 
On the great one's peevish fit, 
On the coxcomb's spurious wit; 
Ever sentenc'd to bemoan 
Others failings in their own. 

If, like them, rejecting ease. 
Hills and health no longer please ; 

Qjiick descend I Thou may'st resort 

To the viceroy's splendid court. 
There, indignant, shalt thou see 
Cringing slaves, who might be free, 
Brib'd with titles, hope, or gain, 
Tye their country's shameful chain ; 
Or, inspirM by heav'n's good cause. 
Waste the land with holy laws : 
While the gleanings of their power, 
Lawyers, lordlings, priests devour. 

Now, methinks, I hear thee say, 
** Drink alone thy mountain whey ! 
*• Wherefore tempt the Irish shoals I 
" Sights like these are nearer Paul's." 



EPISTLE IX. 



FROM 

CEUA TO CLOE. 



BY ISAAC HAWKINS BROJTNE, £5i^ 

Fm JR» S» 



I RURAL life enjoy, the town's your taste, 

In this we differ, twins in all the rest. 

Yet when the dog-star brings diseases on, 

And each fond mother trembles for her son ; 

Now when the Mall's forlorn, the beaux and bell€9 

All for retirement crowd to Tunbridge- Wells ; 

Say, will not Cloe for awhile withdraw 

From dear Vauxhall and chaiming Ranelaghf 

Sure at this homely hut one may contrive 

Awhile not only to exist, but live ; 

For not dull landscapes here my thoughts engross, 

Woods, lawns, and rills, and grottoes green with 

moss. 
No, the same appetite that courts infuse, 
Haunts in retreat, and to the shade pursues. 
Here all my cares are to receive and pay 
Visits, my studies a romance or play. 
And then to pass the live-long Sunday off, 
Walks or a ride, nay church serves well enough. 
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At church, one has a chance to see cockadesi 
Lur'd thither in pursuit of country maids : 
Or tall Hibernian smit with fond desire 
To wed the only daughter of a squire. 
Cards have their turn, to kill a tedious hour. 
If baulk'd of whist, piquette is in my pow'r; 
For oft the captain, fresh from town, bestows 
A friendly week upon his friend my spouse. 
Then gaily glide the days on downy feet, 
For sure the captain has prodigious wit ; 
O I could hear his sweet discourse for ever. 
Of all that*s done, and who and who's together. 
Oft far and wide for new delights I range. 
True 8ex, and constant to the love of change. 
Is there within ten miles a troop review 'd. 
An auction of old goods, an interlude 
By strolling players, an horse*race, or a ball f 
There to be seen I have an urgent call. 
The labors of the plough are then forgot, 
And Thomas mounts the box in liv'ry coat. 
Scenes odd as these, if Cloe can endure, 
(And yet these scenes are town in miniature}. 
Come and rcAe6i on Ranelagh with scorn, 
Content ev'n here, at least 'till routs return. 



EPISTLE X. 



Tp 

MISS ANNE CONOLir, 



PtOM 

MISS COURTENAY, 
MAY, 1753. 



f » 



Tho' kind your words — how full of sorrow ! 
" Adieu 1 dear Bell — ^wc part to-morrow ! 
Farewell! dear sister of my youth, 
Ally'd by honor, IctVe, and truth ; 
Farewell our visits, sports, and plays, 
Sweet solace of our childish days ; 
Farewell our walks to Park and Mall, 
Our jaunts to concert, route, or ball ; 
Farewell our dish of sprightly chat, 
Of — who said this — and who did that ; 
Critiques on scissars, needles, pins, 
Fans, aigrettes, ribbands, capuchins, 
Along farewell! Conolly flies 
To distant suns, and different skies ! 



A Muse in tears moves slow and dull, 
How weak the head, the heart so fiilU 
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Slight sorrows find an easy vent, 
And trifling cares are eloquent $ 
Sad silence only can express,. 
The genuine pains of deep distress; 
Yet I cou!d rave in daxicenM chamber * 
On seas of -milk, and ships of amber, 
Like frantic Belvidera, when is 
Performed the tragedy of Venice 
Preserv'd— Oh \ as I hope to marry. 
Gibber is parted from her Barry; 
This by the by, may serve as news 
To- morrow on your way t' amuse. 
It causes great, great speculation—^ 
' Part of the business of the nation. 

But hang digressions — to return ; 
, And must I three long winters mourn ? 
That tedious length spun out and past 
We meet — ^but how improv'd your taste > 
Your figure, manner, dress, and wit, 
With all things for a Lady fit ; 
For, entre nous, my dear, our faces 
Should be the least of all our graces ; 
If nought but Beauty wings the dart. 
We strike the eye, but miss the heart ; 
But hush, and till we meet again. 
Pray keep this secret from the men : 
Should the weak things this truth discover, 
How few coquettes would keep a lover ! 
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And yet, so plain (tho' blind y<m know) 

Milton could see it yean ago : 

Thus has the bard our aex attackt, 

^* Fair outward, inward less exa6l." 

But you a strong exception stand. 

With Wit and Beauty hand in hand, 

Apart how weak f combin'd how strong I 

They'll sweep whole ranks of hearts along ; 

Before such pow'rs each foe will fly. 

That principsiy and this ally. 

Lovers you then will slay in plenty, 

Like Bobadil each day your twenty; 

Then will you grow the topic common, 

** How soon, (they'll say) shot up a woman ! 

*• What eyes! what lips ! how fine each feature! 

** Fore gad ! — ^a most delicious creature !" 

This from the beaux — Mean time each belle, in 

Mere spite, my dear, at your excelling, 

Sfung to the heart and devilish jealous 

Of homage paid by pretty fellows. 

Shall flirt her fen, and toss, and snuff, 

And cry — *• The thing is well enough 

•* But for my soul, to say what's true t'yc, 

** I can't find out where lies her beauty." 

Mean time you smile with sweet disdain^ 

Like Dian 'midst her meaner train. 

Thus my prophetic soul foreknows 
What Time shall more anon disclose. 
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Swift move that time on rapid wing, 
And news of dear Conolly bring : 
Yet let not those who love, complain, 
If thus to part is killing pain, 
*Tis still to make the bliss more dear. 
When the sweet hour of meeting's near. 
So streams are sever'd in th^ir course 
To join again with double force. 



EPISTLE XI* 



TO 

A LADY, IN AUTUMN. 



BY THI LATK 

EARL OF CHESTERFIELD, 



AssBX milk, half a pint, take at seven, or before. 
Then sleep for an hour or two, and no more. 
At nine stretch your arms, and oh 1 think when alone, 
There's no pleasure in bed. — Mary, bring mc my 

gown: 
Slip on that ere you rise ; let your caution be such : 
Keep all cold from your breast, there's already too 

much; 
Your pinners set right, your twitcher ty'd on. 
Your prayers at an end, and your breakfast quite done; 
Retire to some author, improving and gay, 
And with sense like your own, set your mind for the 

day. 
At twelve you may walk, for at this time o' the year, 
The sun, like your wit, is as mild as 'tis clear : 
But mark in the meadows the ruin of Time ; 
Take the hint, and let life be improv'd in its prime. 
Return not in haste, nor of dressing take heed; 
For beauty, like yours, no assistance can need. 
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With an appetite, thus, down to dinner you sit, 
Where the chief of the feast is the flow of your wit : 
Let this be indulged, and let laughter go round ; 
As it pleases your mind, to your health 'twill redound* 
After dinner two glasses at least, I approve ; 
Name the first to the king, and the last to your love : 
Thus cheerful with wisdom, with innocence gay, 
And calm with your joys gently glide through the 

day. 
The dews of the evening most carefully shun ; 
Those tears of the sky for the loss of the sun. 
Then in chat or at play, with a dance, or a song. 
Let the night, like the day, pass with pleasure along. 
All cares, but of love, banish far from your mind ; 
And those you may end, when you please to be kind. 



EPISTLE XII. 



PROM 

7. BRAMSTON 

TO 

CAPTAIN HINTON. 



H IN TON, old t'riencl, accept from mc 
The following rules without a fee : 
An asthma is your case, I think, 
So you must neither eat nor drink ; 
I mean, of meats preserved in salt, 
Nor any liquor made of malt ; 
From season *d sauce avert your eyes. 
From hams, and tongues, and pigeon-pies ; 
If venison-pasty's set before you, 
Eacli bit you eat — memento mori. 

Your suppers, nothing, if you please, 
But above all, no toasted cheese. 
And now, perhaps, you may observe. 
What I prescribe will make you starve 4 
No — I allow you at a meal 
A leg, a loin, or neck of veal ; 
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Young turkic*-^! allow you four, 
Partridge and pullets half a score ; 
Of house- lamb boil'd eat quartos two ; 
The devil's in*t if this woat <lo.«^ 

Now, as to liquon— why indeed. 
What I prescribe, I send you — Mead ; 
Glasses of wine (t* extinguish drought) 
Take three with water, three without. 
iet constant exercise be tried. 
And sometimes walk, and sometimes ride*^ 
Health oftner comes from Blackdownhill, 
Than from th' apothecary's bill. 
Some, if they are not cur'd at once, 
Proclaim their do6lor for a dunce: 
Restless from quack to quack they range. 
When 'tis themselves they ought to change. 
Rules and restraints you must endure. 
What comes by time, 'tis time must cure. 
The use of vegetables try, 
And prize Pomona in a pye : 
Young fiacchus' rites you must avoid. 
And Venus must go unenjoy'd : 
Whatever you take, put something good in, 
And worship Ceres in a pudding. 

For breakfast> it is my advice. 
Eat sago, gruel, barley, rice ; 
Take burdock roots, and, by my troth, 
I^d mingle daisies in my broths 
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Thus may you drai^ with ease your breath. 
Deluding, what you dread not, death ; 
Thus may jlmi laugh, look clear, and thrive, 
Enrich'd by tltoac whom you survive* , 
May dying friends, with one accord. 
Worth and Sincerity reward. 



EPISTLE XIU. 



FROM 

TO 

SIR HANS SLOANE, Ba&t. 



Since you, dear I>o6h>r, sav'd onr 

By turns to bless and curse my wife $ 

In consdence I'm obliged to <lo. 

What your commands etij<»a'd ne tt» ^ 

According then to your command^ 

That I should search the wettens \am^ 

And send you all that I can 

Of curious things of cwtrj 

I've rava^d air, earthy sea, and cxv^nc^ 

Wine, wmnen, childicn, toiBbft wtt \i0ffsm. 

And greater nxi6e% czn shew 

Than Gresham's daldrem ever icji«(9r ^ 

Which carrier Dick shaU bmc ?^ 

Next time the waggon ccicaee «i» 



First, I hare drops of tl«e 
Which Jove ia Dasar't iaf. 4a4 |*i«# 
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From Carthage brought, the sword I'll send 
That help*d queen Dido to her end : 
The snake-skin, which, you may believe, 
The serpent cast who teijipted Eve i 
A (ig-leaf apron, 'tis the same 
Which Adam wore to hide his shame ; 
But now wants darning ; sir, beside. 
The jaw by which poor Abel died ; 
A whetstone worn exceeding small, 
Which Time hath whet his teeth withal. 
The pigeon stuft, which Noah sent 
To tell which way the waters went ■ - 
A ring I've got of Sampson's hair, 
The same which Dalilah did wear. 
St. Dunstan's tongs, as story goes. 
That pinch'd the Devil by the nose. 
The very shaft, as all may see. 
Which Cupid shot at Antony : 
And, what beyond them all I prize, 
A glance of Cleopatra's eyes. 
Some strains of eloquence which hung. 
In Roman times, on Tully's tongue ; 
Which long conceal 'd and lost had lain, 
'Till Cowper found them out again I 
Then I've (most curious to be seen) 
A 8Corpion*s bite to cure the spleen. 
As Moore cures worms in stomach bred, 
I've pills cure maggots in the head ; 
With the receipt how you may make *em, 
To you J leave the time to take 'em. 
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I've got a ray of Phoebus' shine, 

Found in the bottom of a mine ; 

A lawyer's conscience, large and clear, 

Fit for a judge himself to wear. 

I've choice of nostrums how to make 

An oath which churchmen will not take. 

In a thumb-vial you shall see. 

Close- stopt, some drops of honesty : 

Which, after searching kingdoms rounds 

At last was in a cottage found. 

I ha'n't collefted any care, 

Of that there's plenty every where : 

But, after wondrous labor spent, 

I've got three grains of rich content. 

It is my wish, it is my glory. 

To furnish your nicknacatory : 

I only beg, that when you show 'em ; 

You'll fairly tell to whom you owe 'em ; 

Which will your future patients teach 

To do, as has done, your's 

T, H. 



EPISTLE XIV. 



ISAAC HAIFKINS BROWNE 

TO HIMSELF. 



Well, this poetic itch creeps on, 

Uodsley adopts you all his own : 

First Phoebe gave the luckless hint ; 

Now your Epistles flare in print ; 

This weeky on every stall they lie 

Display'd ; the next beneath a pye ; 

Instead of purple and the coif, 

Curli prints your works, and writes your life. 

If Maevius scribble, *tis to feed 

A bard inspired by daring need : 

But, having wherewithal to dine, 

What vengeance damns thee to the Nine ? 

You write to please — a task indeed ! — 

Taste differs, just as men who read : 

This loves an easy line, and that 

Deems all that is not glaring, flat. 

Some, wit and thought can scarce endure ; 

Swift is too vulgar. Pope obscure ; 
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Whim, Weather, Envy, Party, Spite, 

Sit heavy on the tribe that write ; 

Sad lot of authors! vain your toil I 

Away with all your midnight oil. 

Your charity to human kind; 

Who holds a taper to the blind } 

A poet, wrapt in song sublime. 

Suits not our sublunary clime ; 

Few are endued with eagle eyes, 

To mark his progress through the skies i 

And when he wings his lofty flight, 

He perishes from vulgar sight. 

Yet, spite of folly or caprice, 

Suppose ('tis but hypothesis) 

Your Muse could win her way to praise, 

And Chesterfield approve tlie lays ; 

Now sudden wreaths your temples crown, 

Proclaimed a poet — about town. 

Thee, toasts admire, and peers caress ; 

Frail and fallacious happiness 1 

Peers treat their poets as their whores, 

Enjoy, then turn them out of doors ; 

For wit (if always in your power) 

Is but a cordial for an hour : 

Shown like a fresh imported ape. 

Awhile you set the town agape ; 

Beaux, belles, and captains, form a ring, 

To tee the new facetious thing; 

This happy Minion of the Nine, 

We wonder when he means to shin^ ; 
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Mindless of others love or spite. 
He car'd not, so he pleasM the knight ; 
And wrote, and wrote, as was the feshion, 
To praise the knight's administration. 
Nay once» all worldly zeal so warm is, 
He wrote in praise of standing armies. 
Such arts your darling Horace grew by; 
Such might have rais'd an arrant booby. 
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TO 

MR, H*:. 

BY 

V I 

SIR WILLIAM YONGE, Baut, 



Unskilled in Greek ot* Roman tongue, 
Which words are short, and which are long, 
To thee these home-spun lines 1 send. 
Not as a scholar, but a friend* 

Here I might shew from vrise example, 
'111 work elaborate and ample, 
That Homer, though he wrote in Greek, 
Wrote what his mother taught him Speak* 
Horace and Virgil's learned Latin 
Was what, when boys, they us'd to prate in : 
Ti'hatall fam'd Bards (except the Dutch, 
If ever there were any such) 
Have writ the poems they excel in 
In the same tongue they learn'd to spell in. 
To thee alone, with greatest ease, 
*Ti8 graiuedin all ways to pleai^i^ 
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Aad, by a gift framiieaveii miraculous^ 
All liBgiiBt are ta thee Temaculout ; 
That HcMTaoe sdf had scarcely known 
Thy Hwwiyitfc or hm^uage finpni his tlwtt^' 

Many a lad ictunw froai school, 
A Taliiii Gredtf and IIomvw rooi i 
la arts and knoivled^e t/dlk a blodc. 
Though deeply sldU*d in Hie, Haec, Hoc. 
Heavy they tread the up-idll way. 
O'er toaggy rodn and foundering dayt 
TiO, weary with their load, they atop 
Just at the mnwntain's lofty top^ 
StiHpariBg-oo the iMuren ground, 
view not -the beanteoos prospcft-rouan. 
Which hid behind the — «««» lies, 
Conceal'd ftom low and Tulgar eyes. 
And which alone can amply pay 
Thetml and drudgery of the way s 
From hence they might with transport view 
AU that the ancient sages knew, 
What they perform'dy and what they thought; 
How Tully spoke, and Caesar fought : 
White manners of a world unknown 
Should guide their youth, and form their own :• 
White bri^t examples lead to fame. 
And vicious teach to fly their shame. 

Yet we might spare the mighty pains 
In seaichii^ ancient dark remains. 



I 
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Since greater worthies rise at home^ 
And Britain scorns to yielc^to Rome. 

Augustus* reign, renown'd for peacey 
For learning, wit, and wealth's increase^ 
No more we envy, while our land 
Is doubly blest from George's hand. 
Ammon's success, and Caesar's mind, 
To form yidtorious Marlborough join'd i 
l>emosthenes' and Tully*s fame 
Must yield to Walpole's greater name ; 
Paction and Strife, to hear his voice, 
Are dumb, and cease their jarring noise } 
Whole senates bow their yielding minds. 
Like woods before the southern winds : 
Free from deceit and servile art, 
He speaks the dictates of his heart ; 
His tongue enchantSi his counsel leads t 
Peace enters first, and Wealth succeeds i 
His virtue 's through the land confest, 
While thus he sooths us to be blest. 

If to new scenes we turn our view, 
And learning, arts, and wit pursue. 
Our land can furnish men of fame, 
T' eclipse the Greek and Roman name. 

Locke shall instruct and form our youth. 
And teach their understandings truth : 



! 



Vice shall look ]^| alli'Virtu* iMfCf 
Hiumnity tod Friendship live« 
While Addison our morals rules, 
Aiid'pibves |dl Tillaitis to be Ibols. 
Newtoh shall lead oar MHsh'd aouk 
Through boundless w^ds hejrond iht polei ; 
From star to star dired our way. 
As certaioi and as fix*d as thef • 
EzUiiptes were but vain, to prftire 
Our nation'* boast, jour countrjr't lote: 
AlaUdofpttriots^brartandfreei . 
While an mankind are staves but we* 
Trf What a height true wit can roach, 
Let Waller and let Congfeve teiMrh. 
And {f we needs must write by niksy 
Without th' assistance of the scho^ 
In flowing Terse, and lines well wrought. 
What Horace, what Q^iltilian thought, 
(JoinM with a little mother-wit) 
Roscommon and bur Pope have Writ. 

The Fair, who best the Muse inspire. 
Who lyarm the heart, and tune the lyre, 
Superior to all former dames, 
Inhabit now the banks of Thames. 
Th' Egyptian queeA the ancients boast. 
For whom the well-fought world was lost, 
Tell me, dear H**, thou canst tell. 
Thou know'st the dead and liTing^wdU 
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Could she her haughty charms compare 
With her, who represents her here ? 
Old Homer's theme, the Grecian dame, 
Who set whole nations in a flame. 
No more had been the beauteous prize, 
Had they beheld Lavinia's eyes ; 
The Greeks for her alone had strove, 
And Paris had been false to love. 

Thus taught, and thus inspir'd, I write 
What friendship, and what love indite ; 
Free from ieach modem witling's vice, 
Envy, and slander, flattery, lies: 
To please our pride, or gain our end, 
Each jest should sacrifice a friend i 
While one's ill-nature joins to praise 
What t'other's malice dully says. 

In peape my harmless minutes pass 
'Twixt business, beauty, and a glass ; 
Nor want I aught my soul to cheer, 
But thee, to join in pleasures here ; 
Thus may I live till life shall end, 
And love my mistress, country, friend. 



\ 



EPISTLE XVl. 



TO THE 

LORD FISCOVNT PULTENET. 



WHITTEN IN THE TEAK. MDCCXLYII. 
At' 



BT GEORGE COLMAN^ ES^ 



To you, my Lord, these lines I write. 
Lest you forget poor Coley quite, 
(Who still is drudging in the College, 
In slow pursuit of further knowledge ; 

With many a cruel lash his • on, 

To make him some time hence a parson ; 
A judge, perhaps, or a physici^, 
$tj:olling on Ratclifie's exhibition.) 

While You with foreign monarchs dine. 
Or sup with princes cross the Rhine, 
Idle your hours in lazy state. 
Just as forgetful as you're great j 
Ramble to ev'ry court your rounds. 
Draw when you please an hundred pounds ; 
Despise expence, and dress out tawdry, 
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In deaths of lace, and gay embroid'ry ; 

Shine at the ball, and briskly dance, 

As though you had been bred in Prance. 

I hear too that your constant trade is 

To ogle and ensnare the ladies, 

Whose hearts, unwary, fire like tinder, 

And waste away by love t'a cinder. 

Whilst you are glad to see your pride 

On all occasions gratified. 

And disregard your friends at London, 

Not caring tho' they're hang'd or undone. 

" But hold (you cry) why this abuse ? 

** Pray hearken. Sir, to my excuse ; 

•* Nor hurry with impetuous thought, 

** To blame your friend, ere he's in fault. 

*< At th' Hague we had not time to rest us, 

<* Disturbances did so molest us ; 

** For you must know, these scoundrel Dutch 

•* Rebel, for being tax'd too much. 

" Loyal and passive we obey on, 

" And bear all taxes they can lay on. 

•* The British Lion now is couchant, 

*• Grumbling, perhaps, but won't make muck 

on't ; 
** Taking with patient resignation, 
** Whate'er's impos'd upon the nation. 
" In camp too, I'd but little leisure, 
" My time was so fill'd up with pleasuxe. 
" With all old school-fellows so dear, 
** And Albemarle and Ligonier, 



t 
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** That I had scarce an hour to spare. 

** The duke too shew'd roe a re^riew, 

" All that at that time, he could do ; 

** For you most know, at present writii^ 

<* Our armies hare all done with fighting. 

** From hence to Hanover we went, 

** liv'd in a round of merriment. 

** I had no time to scribble letters, 

«* To you, dear Coley, or your betters." 

My Lord, you're right, and we from hence 
Will quite overlook your negligence. 
But, sans offence, may I enquire, 
In what the present hours expire f 
What pleasure or what study best 
Your temper suits, may I request ? 
I hear in law you're a proficient ; 
And other learning^ have sufficient ; 
Can solve a problem mathematic. 
And read with ease a Greek dramatic ; 
You're skili'd in history enough ; 
Of algebra have quantum suff. 
And are, by learned mens* tuition, 
The quintessence of erudition ; 
So vers'd in all that can be nam'd, 
Isis and Cam are quite asham'd. 
And all their scholars are downright sick. 
To see themselves outdone at Leipsick. 
Tho' I have long with study mental 
Labor 'd at language Oriental, 
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Yet, in my soil, the Hebrew root 
Has scarcely made one single shoot. 

I*ve now broke up, but haVe a task tho* 
Harder than your's with Mr. Mascow ; 
For miners as knotty as the devil, 
Your law and master both are civil ; 
With milder means to learning lead, 
By diff'rent roads, with diff'rent speed, 
Douglas and you keep gently jogging. 
But I must run the race with flogging. 



EPISTLE XVU. 



PKOM 
CAMBRIDGE 

TO 

MJSTER UENRTJRCHERs 

A YooBK GattJoBMi at Bton School. 



ar EDWARD LirrLETONf L.L.D. 



Though plagu'd with algebraic lefhires^ 

And astronomical conjectures, 

Wean'd from the sweets of poetry 

To scraps of dry philosophy, 

You see, dear Hal, I've found a time 

T' express my thoughts to you in rhyme. 

For why, my friend, should distant parts, 

Or time, disjoin united hearts ; 

Since, though by intervening space 

Depriv'd of speaking face to face. 

By faithful emissary letter 

We may converse as well, or better \ 

And, not to stretch a narrow fancy, 

To shew what pretty things I can say, 

(As some will strain at simile. 

First work it fine, and then apply ; 
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Add Butler's rhymes to Prior's thoughts. 
And choose to mimic all their fiaults. 
By head and shoulders bring in a stick, 
To shew their knack at hudibrastic,) 
I'll tell you, as a friend and crony, 
How here I spend my time, and money ; 
For time and money go together 
As sure as weathercock and weather ; 
And thrifty guardians all allow 
This grave refle6lion to be true, 
That whilst we pay so dear for learning 
Those weighty truths we've no concern in, 
The spark who squanders time away 
In vain pursuits, and fruitless play. 
Not only proves an arrant blockhead. 
But, what^s much worse, is out of pocket* 
Whether my conduct bad, or good is, 
Judge from the nature of my studies. 

No more majestic Virgil*s heights. 
Nor tow'ring Milton's loftier flights, 
Nor courtly Horace*8 rebukes. 
Who banters vice with friendly jokes. 
Nor Congreve's life, nor Cowley's fire. 
Nor all the beauties that conspire 
To plaoe the greenest bays upon 
Th' immortal brows of Addison ; 
Prior's inimitable ease. 
Nor Pope's harmonious numbers pkase ; 
How can poetic flow'rs abound, 
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How spring in philosophic ground } 

Homer indeed (if I would shew it) 

Was both philosopher and poet. 

But tedious philosophic chapters 

Qjiite stifle my poetic raptures, 

And I to Phoebus bade adieu 

When first I took my leave of you. 

Now algebra, geometry, 

Arithmetic, astronomy, 

Optics, chronology, and statics. 

All tiresome points of mathematics; 

With twenty harder names than these, . 

Disturb my brains, and break my peace. 

All seeming inconsistencies 

Are nicely solv*d by a's, and b's ; 

Our senses are disprov'd by prisms. 

Our arguments by syllogisms. 

If I should confidently write 

This ink is black, this paper white, 

Or, to express myself yet fuller, 

Should say that black, or white's a colour ; 

They'd contradi6l it, and perplex one 

With motion, light, and its refle<5lion, 

And solve th* apparent falsehood by 

The curious texture of the eye. 

Should I the poker want, and take it, 

When't looks as hot, as fire can make it, 

And burn my finger, and my coat, 

They'd flatly tell me, 'tis not hot ; 

The fire, say they, has in't, 'tis true. 
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The pow'r of causing heat in y6u ; 

But no more heat*s in fire that heats you^ 

Than tliere is pain in stick that beats you. 

Thus too philosophers expound 
The names of odour^ taste, and sound; 
The salts and juices in all meat 
Affect the tongues of them that eat. 
And by some secret poignant powerg 
Give them the taste of sweety and sour. 
Carnations, violets, and roses 
Cause a sensation in our noses ; 
But then there's none of us can tell 
The things themselves have taste, or smelly 
So when melodious Mason sings. 
Or Gething tunes the trembling stringSf 
Or when the trumpet*s brisk alarms 
Call forth the cheerful youth to arms, 
Convey'd through undulating air 
The music's only in the ear. 

We're told how planets roll on high, 
_ How large their orbits, and how nigh ; 
I hope in little time to know 
Whether the moon's a cheese, or no ; 
Whether the man in't, as some tell ye. 
With beef and carrots fills his belly ; 
Why like a lunatic confinM 
He lives at distance from mankind ; 
When he atone good*hearty shake 
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Might wUil hit priioii off iusbfldci 
Or lik« ft iMgsot in ft.nut 
Full bntdy ftt his puaage out* '. 
Who knows what vast discoveries 
Fnmi such inquiries mighr sme? 
But Ibudsi fttid ttt Aiilts In die nation 
IMsturi> such curious specuktioiu 
Cambridfe from furious broUs of stnte* 
FkNtsees her oear^appnNichiii^ttfc; 
Her surest patrons are remoT'd, 
And her triumphant fees j^ipivr'd. 

Mo morel diis due to friendship take* 
Not idly writ for writing's sake ; 
No longer ques ti o o my ie^>ccif 
Norcalltihisshortdday tieglefti • 
At least excuse it, when you see 
This pledge of my sincerity ; 
For one who rhymes to make you easy. 
And his invention strains to please you. 
To shew his friendship cracks his brains» 
Sure is a mad-man if he feigns. 



EPISTLE XVIII. 



TO 

CORINNJ, 

FROM A 

CAPTAIN IN COUNTRY Qy ARTERS, 

BY 

ISAAC HAfVKINS BROWNE, ESS^. 



My earliest flame, to whom I owe 
All that a captain needs to know, 
Dress, and quadrille, and air, and chat. 
Lewd songs, loud laughter, and all thatt 
Arts that have widows oft subdued^ 
And never failM to win a prude ; 
Think, charmer, how I live forlorn 
At quarters, Arom Corinna torn. 
Not more distress the comet feels 
From gruel, and WartTs popish pills. 
What shall I do now you're away. 
To kill that only foe, the day ^ 
The landed 'squire, and dull freeholder 
Are sure no comrades for a soldier ; 
To drink with parsons all day long, 
Mi$aMn tells me would be wrong : 
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So6er adoke^ and Curll's Dutck xokort 

I've read, 'till I can read no more. 

At noon I xise, and strait alarm 

A sempstress* shop, or country fiurm ; 

Repuls'd, my next pursuit is a*ter 

The parson*s wife, or landlord's daughter : 

At market oft for game I search, 

Oft at assemblies, oft at church. 

And plight my faith and gold to-boot : 

Yet demme if a soul will do't — 

In short, our credit's sunk so low. 

Since troops were kept o'foot for shew. 

She that for soldiers once run mad, . 

Is turn'd republican, 'egad ! 

And when I boast my feats, the shrew 

Asks who was slain the last review. 

Know then, that I and captain Trueman 

Resolve to keep a miss — in common : 

Not her, among the batter'd lasses. 

Such as our friend Toupct caresses, 

But lier, a nymph of pel ish'd sense. 

Which pedants call Impertinence ; 

Train *d up to laugh, and drink, and swear, 

And rally with the prettiest air — 

Amidst our frolicks and carouses 

How shall we pily wretched spouses ! 

But where can this dear soul be founds 

In garret high, or under ground ? 

If so divine a fair there be, 

Charming Corinna, thou art she* 
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But0hl ilhif motitdl tim persuade 
Belled^ t6 ftftUtp. nfrdfl ^hftd«^ 
In thb gay iridftth, wIm^ f)!l«a9fiTre^ U«om« 
The park, the ]^l»y-Mhe df^twltfg-iF6f&itt<^ 
Lo 1 birthltight^ tipo« blrftkiightS tr^dd^ 
Tei*m is begun, the lawyer fee'd ; 
My friend the merchant, let me tell ye^ 
Calls in his way to Farinelli ; 
Add that my satAn gown and watch 
Some unfledgM booby *squire may catchy 
Who charm'dwith his delicious quarry, 
' May first debauch me, and then marry; 
Never was season more befitting 
Since convocations last were sitting. 
And shall I leave dear Charing-cross, 
And let two boys my charms ingross ? 
Leave play-house, temple, and the rummer ? 
A country friend might serve in summer I 

The town's your choice — ^yet, charming fair, 
Observe what ills attend you there. 
Captains, that once admir'd your beauty, 
Are kept by quality on duty ; 
Cits, for atoning alms disburse 
A tester — ^templars, something worse : 
My lord may take you to his bed. 
But then he sends you back unpaid ; ' 
And all you gain from generous cully, 
Must go to keep some Irish bully. 
Pmckieck demands the tweezer case, 



AadMmmmii jfrimf the gPiTM and itay»; 
Mote mbducft yet conie cmrdiiig cnii, 
Biidewdl^i— Wcit ludiei Mid 8ir John— 
jL^bni 4MI I to lewQiictt Did wlici^ 
Attd chii t gly Hftf coofci^d to two*' 
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fiPISTLE XIX- 



CAPTAIN THOMAS, 

Of Battemu*t Rettiaent, ia tte Iile of Mde. 



TO 

CAPTAIN PRICE, 

At Foft AugiMtut* 



CoMi, Thomas, ghre us t'other sonnct.- 
Dear captain, pray rcfle6l upon it.— — 
Was ever so absurd a thing \ 
What, at the pole to bid me sing I 
Alas ! search all the mountains rounds 
There's no Thalia to be found ; 
And Fancy, child of southern skies. 
Averse the sullen region flies. 
I scribble verses 1 why you know 
I left the Muses long ago,. 
Deserted all the tuneful band 
To right the files, and study Bland^ 
Indeed in youth's fantastic prime 
Misled I wander'd into rhyme. 
And various sonnets penn'd in plenty 
On every nymph from twelve to twenty; 
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Compar'd to roses, pinks and lilies. 
The cheeks of Chloe and of Phillis ; 
With all the cant you find in many 
A still-born modiem miscellany. 
My lines — how proud was I to see *em 
Steal into Dodsley's new Museum, 
Or in a letter fair and clean 
Conunitted to the Magazine 1 
Our follies change — that whim is o'er-— 
The bagatelles amuse no more. 
Know by these presents, that in fine 
I quit all commerce with the Nine. 
Love-strains, and all poetic matters, 
Lampoons, epistles, odes, and satires. 
These toys and trifles I discard. 
And leave the bays to poet Ward, 
Know, now to politics consign'd» 
I give up all the busy mind ; 
Curious each pamphlet I peruse. 
And sip my coffee o'er the news. 
But a propos — for last Courant, 
Pray thank the lady governante. 
From Aix— pho! what is't — ^la Chapelle, 
Of treaties now the gazettes tell j 
A peace unites the jarring powers, 
And every trade will thrive, but our's. 
Farewell, as wrong'd Othello said. 
The plumed troops, and neigliing steed i 
The troops I alas 1 more havoc there 
A peace will make, than all the war. 
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What crowds of heroes in a day 
Reduc'd to starve on half their pay t 
From Lowendhall 'twould pity meety 
And Saxe himself might weep to see't* 
Already Fancy's active pow'r 
Foreruns the near»approaching hour, 
Methinks, curs'd chance ! the f^l strc4€ 
I feel, and seem already broke. 
The park I saunter up and down, 
Or sit upon a bench alone 
Pensive and tad — UjusU poftfMit 
D'unfakvrt capitaim refirme: 
My wig, which shunn'd each ruder wmdf 
Toupee'd before, and bagg'd behind, 
Which John was us'd with nicest art 
To comb, and teach the ctrrls to partf 
Lost the bcile ah- and jannty pride. 
Now lank depends on either side : 
My hat grown white, and rusfed o'etf 
Once ^in tromss/ with galon d'ot; 
My coat distain'd with dust aikd rain. 
And all my figure quite campaign. 
Tavern and coffee-house unwilling 
To give me credit for a shilling : 
Forbid by every scornful belle 
The precin6ls of the gay ruelle. 
My vows, though breath'd in every ear, 
Not e*en a chambermaid will hear : 
No silver in my purse to pay 
For opera-tickets, or the play : 



1 
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No message sent to bid me come 
A fortnight after to a drum : 
No visits or receiv'd or pay'dy 
No bally ridotto, masquerade : 
All pensive, heartless and chagrine 
I uty devoted prey to spleen ; 
Shabbily fine with tamidi'd lace» 
And hunger piftur'd in my i&ure. 

To youy dear Price, indulgent Heav'n 
A gentler, happier lot has giv*n ; 
To you has dealt with bounteous luuuU 
Palladian seats, and fruitful lands : 
Then in my sorrows have the gxvce 
To take some pity on my case ; 
And 4S you know the time$ are h^rcl* 
Send a spruce valet with a card — 
Your coinplinients, and beg I'd dine. 
And taste your iputton and your wine ; 
You'll find most pundlual and observant. 

Your jnost obliged humble servant, 

C.T. 
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EPISTLE XX. 



TO 

MR. JOHN HOJDLT, 

AT THX TKlfPLB. 



Occtdooed bf a Tranttatimi of aa Xpitdc of HwiM. t739ii 

BY THE REV. MR. STRAIGHT, 

Of Magdalen CoUege, Oxfivd. 



Time flies — so you and Horace sing. 
From whence you many a moral bring. 
To teach us how to steer our lives, 
T' enjoy our bottles and our wives. 

Young man, I well approve your notions, 
And wholly aim at your devotions. 
I hate your sour, canting rascals. 
That talk of Ember- weeks and Pascals ; 
Black villains, who desire to wean us. 
From Bacchus' pleasures, and from Venus', 
To gain themselves a larger share. 
And fob us off with fast and prayer : 
And tell us none to Elysium go. 
Who do not plague themselves below* 



/• 



IFItrtlt f AMILUft 






Can misery niie the grateful hearty 
Or tuneful taagi of prute impart f 



And trace it out by Wiadom't due ; 
Nodiing ii ^Mtf but wluit it frar. 
With caiidflui and with thaokfid aye 
We ican die gmt variety s . 
Each^aotf vHthin our reach we tailep 
And, call anr ne^faour to the fiiart* 
Our apula do generously disown 
All pleasure Ihat^a oooflnM ID one ; ' 
The only rational enqdoyment 
Ist to reodTe and gire ei^)oynient s 
To every pleasure we attend. 
Not to ^()oy ia t» «Smdt 

But stiU, amidst At irariouacrsiwd 
Oigoods^ that call with voices loud 
Ournat*ral geniusy education. 
Parents, companions, or our stationj^ 
Dire^ us to some singU choice^ 
In which we chiefly must rejoice. 

Pleasures are ladies— some we coiprt 
To pi^ away an hour in sport : 
We like them all for this or that. 
For silence some, and some for chat ; 
For every one, as Cowley sings, 
Or arrows yields^ or bows, or strings. 
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But, after /dl this rambling life» 
Each man must have his proper wife. 
You know my meaning«-«^ome one gaodf 
Folt» heardy or seen, or understood. 
Will captivate the heart's afFe6lion, 
And bring the rest into subjedjon. 

Pray mind the tenor of my song; 
It holds together, though 'tis long. 

You've made an early choice, and wise one ; 
The best I know within th' horison. 
My lady Law is rich and handsome : 
May she be worth you a king's ransom I 
But I must tell you, (you*U excuse 
My friendly, though plain-dealing Muse) 
In her own hands is all her dower ; 
There's not a groat within your power ; 
And yet you're whoring with the Nine j 
With them you breakfast, sup, and dine. 
With them you spend your days and night-^ 
Is't fitting she should bear such slights ? 
Beggarly, ballad- singing carrions^ 
Can they advance you to the baroni i 
You've made me too an old Tom Ding^f 
And I, forsooth^ must try to jingle* 

Your lady would not do you wrong 1 
She owns you're tender yet, and young-«- 
She'd wiak at now and then a song : . 
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BotttiUexpefbtoiliiwetiietiiM^- "* 

wjucn uow m wi uciuiw ci on lujfBie* 
Read in the mMniiig Hobbet ^ Amhm^ • ' 
At aoooy e'ea ippit with ]foiir MdpoflMoeu 

■ 

Xo wew jTOii finmi tfati itch of pbv)r» 
la hb Qfdfr oldMuc Tnlly^ 
!Md^|it ccitiia pointi Ik handle* fiillf 
(Abookl CTcrniiitt delist in 
Ar hiyoad »U that iiape it written l>— . 
HetdlintdMreyOiirparBntt'imliie . 
Their ddldrem* virtue ought to ndae ( 
Their wordi and imuae ehilnld prick ui OS. 
To labor after like renown* 

Who but thy &ther hath been able. 
Since Hercules, to cleanse a stable i 
About his ears how strange a rattle I 
Who ever stood so tough a battle ? 
H' has tamM the most unruly cattle*— « 
Just two such jobs as yet remain 
To be dispatch'd by You and Ben. 
Your father vrith Herculean club 
The tyrants of our souls did drub ; 
Ben for our bodies, you our chattels. 
Must undertake the self- same battles. 
The worid on you have fix'd their eyes, 
'TIS you must quell these tyriumies : 
So aludl some title, now unknown^ 
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Bangorian-hke your labors crown. 
Ravish*dy methinksy in thought I see 
The universal liberty. 

But after all, I know what's in you : 
You'll do't a thousand to one guinea* 
HimeJlieS'^Alit work and pleasure's great ; 
Begin, before it grows too late. 
Where Xht plays stand, the statutes lodge; 
And daAce not, 'till you dance a judge ; 
Then, though you are not half so taper, 
jafy Lordf you*ll cut a higher caper. 



T-^^^^ 



EPISTLE XXI. 



TO THl 

REF. MR. J. STRAIGHT. 



FKOM 

J. HOADLY. 



Sir, 

Promises are different cases 
At various times, in various places. 
In crowded street of Arlington, 
Where slaves of hope to levies run, 
A promise signifies no more. 
Than in the chamber of a whore. 
And when the good deceived Sir Francis 
With Madam up from Yorkshire dances. 
To claim the great man's promise given 
Some six years since, or (some say) seven ; 
No one can blame that curious writer. 
That says, they'll both return the lighter. 

But can we hence affirm that no miss 
Of all the sex can keep a promise ? 
Or say, from what our courtier speaks, 
That all men's faiths are paper- cakes ? 
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That courts make rogues is my belief, 
As 'tis the mill that makes the thief. 
But *cause one limb is none o' th' best, 
Shall I for that cut off the rest? 

Sure it may be with safety said, 
A parson's promise, duly made 
Beneath a prelate's holy roof, 
Must stand 'gainst all assaults a proof. 
Yet he, who thinks the church unshaken, 
May find himself in time mistaken. 
I know the man, and grieve to say't. 
Who so did fail — and that was Straight* 
And can we then no more depend on 
Our good forgetful friend at Findon, 
Than on a courtier promiseful, 
Or a whore's oath to cheat her cull \ 
Can Straight no better promise keep^ 
If that were true — I e'en should weep, 

Iri Sarum's town when last we met, 
I told you 'amongst much other prate, 
That my design was to withdraw. 
And leave the craggy paths of taw : 
And as the skilful pilot steers 
Wide of the dreadful rocks he fears, i 

And in the safer oceaQ rides. 
Nor fears his vessel's bulging sides, 
S# I from Coke's and Croke's reports, 
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And special pleadings of the courts. 
Had veer'd about to bury dead. 
And 'gainst a pulpit run my head. 
Didst thou not promise then and ther^ 
(But promises are china-ware) 
Didst thou not promise, as I spoke^ 
That you'd ere long your Muse invoke^ 
And cloath*d in strong harmonious line. 
Send counsel to the young divine ? 
Where of thy word then is the troth^ 
Which I thought good as any oath ? 
Or where that strong harmonious line^ 
Bless'd by each sister of the Nine ? 

That whore we speak of i' th* beginnings 
Hath some excuse to make for sinning : 
Her tongue and tail are taught deceit 
From her not knowing where to eat. 
The courtier too hath some excuse 
To think word-breaking small abuse : 
And 'midst the hurry, noise, and bustle. 
Of crowds, that at his lev6e jostle, 
No man can be in such a taking 
To see a little promise-breaking* 

But what indulgence, what excuse. 
Can plead for thee, or for thy Muse ? 
For thee, on whom the sisters wait, 
Pleas'd with the task impos'd by Straight ; 
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Whom at his chnst'ning they did dip 
O'er head and ears in Aganip ; 
For thee, at mention of whose strain 
Their winged courser courts the rein. 
Bounds e'en through Sussex-roads along. 
Proud of the burthen of thy song ? 



EPISTLE XXII. 
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AmPTER 

TO THE FOREGOING, 1731, 



FROM 
J. STRAIGHT. 



My dearest boy, 

Apollo's and the Prelate's joy ; 

Your sharp rebuke came safe to hand^ 

And speedy answer does demand. 

You charge me home— our conscious Muse 

Would fain say something in excuse. 

The promise made must be confess'd, 

But here, S\r^—distinguendum est, 

A promise broke, and one delay* d^ 

Differ as much as light and shade. 

By this distinftion all your whores 

And courtiers I turn out of doors. 

And, by indu6lion logical, 

Prove, they affefl not me at all. 

But if my logic be not good, 

ril prove it from the word of God, 

Which serves to clear all sorts of casesy 

And wears a masquerade of faces. 
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When bloody-minded Jephtha swore, 
If he return'd a conqueror. 
He'd offer up in sacrifice 
What from his house first met his eyes ; 
And when his girl and only child 
Hasten'd to welcome from the field 
With pious joy her prosp'rous sire. 
Gaily dancing to the lyre ; 
The holy butcher understood 
His promise's performance good, 
Though for a year the virgin stray'd, 
And wept her unlost maidenhead. 

Thus, Sir, you see we men of letters 
Can, like Jack Shepherd, cut our fetters } 
When pinch'd, we file scholastic saw, 
And iron is no more than straw : 
The man is thought to have no brains 
Who can't break loose, or bind in chains. 
Your Sykeses and your Waterlands 
Have nothing else upon their hands : 
They stand prepar'd with double tackle 
To ^x or to remove the shackle. 

But, my dear boy, we'll only tye 
The silken bands of amity ; 
Or such as hock- tide boys and misses 
With laughter bind, and harmless kisses ; 
Indulge the free poetic measure, 
And mimic discord for more pleasure. 
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Bi^«fiter pU thoe loi^ fwealRBUeit 
lauiHndi our Qijbi ill befit iHil «6Mc» i 

^1^ tl 9Pe ttMi diir 4ekl 10 ^« 
SxMi Ihen d tdiinitmtB ^cnrit, 
W^ acnd jiou 1^ jnotear slidBt, 
. Nl fougiii wkh imr mM leim^l a^^ 
la wfaidt we mutl hi iftiiii»iiin tilbi i 
Well tome our Umiq^, mA^tiie 4kic tiaie^' 
And irilk ool w diigfrd rhfSM I - t 
IkilboMfyfHilpdlewkigedttted^ . ' 
And ndte ran to n ndU^ ^peed* 
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EPISTLE XXIIL 



FROM 

YORK 
TO A FRIEND IN KENT. 



BY JOHN DVNCOMBE, M. A. 



With wonted candor once again peruse 

The hasty sallies of a distant muse. 

Who thus froln York in artless metre sends 

Health and good wishes to her absent friends*. 

Tho' spacious moors diversify the scene^. 

And mountains rise, and rivers roll between^ 

Tho* here far off in northern climes remov'd 

From those she valued, and from those she lov*d, 

Yet still the same afie6tion she retains 

In distant regions^ and on northern plains : 

Hearts that are once in friendship's union tied 

The fates may part, but never can divide ; 

For fancy, uncontroul'd by distance, leads 

Th' enraptur'd toind to long-forgotten meads, 

(Which in her lively colors pleas'd we view. 

And almost think th' ideal landscape true) 

O'er hills and streams extends her boundless power. 

And joins the Trent and Humber to the Stour. 



\ 
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But Mr, Hf fiiad, ID finr AHgnbi** wiOs 
Lol PlcMuepcMiitliefngryaBd Gmkkodbj 
To cnvmi her frfvr a iSBj 
lo toleiimMleiicebofcn o'er tbei 
And owM that noae dcaecvct tlie knud BOR^ 
Tho* Booth obtiiB*d it, and tfao'Roaciiu trace. 
Here let lit oft with fix'd atteadon wnl^ 
And weep at Ltar't dirttOH^ or liaiBlct*a &te : 
And oft my-varilw tiifcli ihail beguile 
The winter evemng^ and eartort n auiik 
From my enquiring friend, who pleaa'd iihall hear 
What Tariout beauties in the Korth iqipear. 
What grandeur rdgnt in Casde-Howard'adonei 
The taste of Atheni, and the pride of R^me, 
(Where Ldy's mdling colors claim our pniMfc^ 
And Cromwell's frown thy touch, Van^^be,diiiilifQ 
And that improves the plan which thu dei^gfisi 
How buildings, grottos, and cascades surprize, 
And 'midst embowering trees rude Gothic tcmpki 
rise. 

Fain would my muse, tho* in unequal verse, 
The rugged charms of Scarborough rehearse, 
Fain would she those romantic scenes impart. 
Where nature triumphs undisguised by art ; 
She tries with trembling wing, but tries in vain. 
Such arduous heights of fancy to attain. 
And, tir*d, desists from subjects that require 
A Lambert's pencil) or a Dryden's lyre. 



EPISTLE XXIV. 



ANSWER 

« 

FROM 

CANTg^lBURY. 



BT A FRIEND. 



A Song, O Philo, from the rural shade, 
Due to thy friendship, and so long unpaid, 

would the muse in lays like thine inspire. 
And in my bosom wake the lingering fire, 

1 pray, but pray in vain, with scornful eyes 
She still the tributary song denies. 

how shall I invoke a wanton maid, 
Who loves to wander thro* the rural shade, 
But scorns the senseless jargon of the schools. 
Foe to proud science, and her frigid rules ! 

1 whom that goddess in her chain has bound 
To tread her tedious and unvaried round ; 

I whose dull genius is untaught to roam 
Beyond the narrow limits of her home. 
Thee, thee, my friend, whom happier fate conveys 
To regions worthy of immortal lays, 
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Thee every muse with rapture shall inspire, 
And kindle in thy breast the latent fire. 
Where thousand venerable domes arise. 
Where Verrio's breathing canvas meets thine eyes, 
Where pleas'd thou view'st how Scarborough's rug- 
ged brow 
Frowns horrid o'er the darken'd floods below i 
So sings the lark high-towering to the skies, 
/Vnd views hill, dale, and forest as she flies. 
While the poor linnet, by some tyrant hind 
To the close prison of the cage confin'd. 
Forgets the sprightly wildness of her song. 
The grove, the valley, and th' aerial throng. 

The time shall come when to the shades redr'd. 
With nature charm'd, and by the muse inspir'd, 
Happy some little rural flock to tend, 
Happy to boast that Philo is my friend, 
I'll try once more my long- forgotten strain^ 
And in retirement court the tuneful train ; 
There o'er each labor shall the muses smile. 
And bless my evening walk and morning toil ; 
Each season to my friend the song I'll give, 
And he well-pleas'd each offering shall receive; 
And while with smiles he reads the artless line. 
His judgment shall correal, his taste refine. 

Come then, my friend, together let us tread 
Once more where science lifts th' aspiring head ; 
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pull goddessy from whose seat and barren plain 

Fly all the nymphs, and all the sylvan train : 

Yet, pleas'd even here, we*ll own swec^ friendship's 

power. 
Smiling in converse o'er the social hour ; 
Here patient o'er the dreary desert toil, 
Cheer'd with the prospe6t of a happier soil ! 



*■ I 
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EPISTLE XXV. 



iMTRHJ, 



■ TO Bit 

SISTERS AT CRUX-BASTON. 
BT rUOMAS LISLSj D.D. 



The hero who to Smyrna bay 
From Eastoiiy Hants, pursu*d hit way, 
Who tFaycrs'd seas, and hills and Tales, 
To fright his Sisters with his tales. 
Sing, heavenly Muse ; for what befel 
Thou saw'st, and only thou canst tell. 
S&y first (but one thing I premise, 
I'll not be chid for telling lyes ; 
Besides, my grannum us*d to say 
I always had a knack that way ; 
So, if the love of truth be in ye. 
Read Strabo,- Diodorus, Pliny — 
But like some authors I could name. 
Wrapt in myself I lose my theme.) 
Say first, those very rocks we spy'd, 
But left 'em on the starboard side, 
Where Juno urg'd the Trojan's fate : 
Shield us, ye Godsl from female hate I 
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Then how precarious was the doom 
Of Caesar's line, and mighty Rome, 
Snatch'd from the very jaws of ruin, 
And sav'd, poor Die, for thy undoing. 
• What saw we on. Sicilian ground ? 
(A soil in ancient verse renown M.) 
The self* same spot, or Virgil ly'd. 
On which the good Anchises dy'd : 
The fields where Ceres* daughter sported. 
And where the pretty Cyclops courted. 
The nymph, hard-hearted as the rocks, 
Refus'd the monster, scornM his flocks. 
And took a shepherd in his stead, 
With nought but love and mirth to plead : 
An instance of a generous mind 
That does much honor to your kind. 
But in an age of fables grew. 
So possibly it mayn't be true. 
While on the summit Aetna glows. 
His shivering sidesare chill'd with snows. 
Beneath, the painted landskip charms ; 
Here infant Spring in Winter's arms 
Wantons secure : in youthful pride 
Stands Summer laughing by her side ; 
Ev'n Autumn's yellow robes appear. 
And one gay scene discloses all the.year. 

Hence to rude Cerigo we came, 
Known once by Cytlicrea's name ; 
When Ocean first tlie goddess bore. 
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Here first tlw hifipy Pteii ttaiip'dy 
When Hefett fram her mmpA -clop*d« 
With pIcttM reieakm I surteyM 

Sich aecret grotty ttch oouckme ihftde } 
Envy'd hit chokef iqppioT'd hit fiaae^ 
And fondly wiih*d my lot die Hone. 
O were the cause revirM ag«in I 
For charming Osseensbury liv*d aot then, 
The radiant fruit, had she been there, 
Woiikl scarce haite ftll'n toVanua* share ; 
Satumia's self had wav'd her daim, * 
And modest Pftllas blush*d for shame ; 
All had been right s die Phrygiatt nvam 
Had ttc^'d for her, butsigh'd in Tain; 
The foir Oenone joy'd to find 
The pains she felt repud in kind ; 
No rape reveng'd, no room for strife, 
Atrides might have kept his wife, 
Old Troy in peace and plenty smil'd—- 
But the best poem had been spoil'd. 

How did my heart with joy run o'er, 
When to the famM Cecropian shore, 
Wafted by gentle breezes, we 
Came gliding through the smooth still sea ! 
While backward rov'd my busy thought 
On deeds in distant ages wrought ; 
On tyrants gloriously withstood ; 
On seas distain'd with Persian blood ; 
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On trophies rais'd o'er hills of slain 
In Marathon's unrival'd plain. 
Then, as around I cast my eye, 
And view'd the pleasing prospe6t nigh, 
The land for arms and arts renown 'd, 
Where wit washonor'd, poets crown*d; 
Whose manners and whose rules refin'd 
Our souls, and civilizM mankind ; 
Or (yet a loftier pitch to raise 
Our wonder, and complete its praise) 
The land that Plato's master bore-^ 
How did my heart with joy run o'er I 

Now coasting on the eastern side^ 
We peep'd where Peneus rolls his tide t 
Where Arethusa came t' appease 
The shepherd that had lost his bees. 
And led him to Gyrene's grott ; 
'Tis a long tale, and matters not. 
Dryden will tell you all that past; 
See Virgil's Georgics, book the last. 
I speak on't, but to let you know 
This grott still stands in statu quo s 
Of which, if any doubt remain, 
I've proof, as follows, clear and plain. 
Here, sisters, we such honours met I 
Such honors I shall ne'er forget. 
The Goddess (no uncommon case), 
Proud, I suppose, to shew her place^ 
Or ptqu*d perhaps at yoip: renown. 
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SentiBereas to invite us dovm ; 
. And lie to pressed it, that we us'd 
• Some pain* to .get ourselves ezciu'd. 
. My brother shipmatesy all-in haste, 

Declar*d» that shells were not their taste; 

And I had somewhere seen, you know^ 

A finer grott than she could shew. 

Hence let the Muse to Delosjoam, 
Or NiO| fam'd for Homer's tomb ; 
To NaxoSy known in ancient time 
For .Bacchus', love, for Theseus', crime* 
Can she the Lesbian vine forget ' 
Whence Horace reinforc'd his wit } 
Where the £un'd harp Arion strung,* 
Nor play'd more sweet than Sappho sung ? 
Could the old bards revive again, 
How would they mourn th' inverted scene ! 
Scarce witli the barren waste acquainted, 
They once so beautifully painted. 

And here, 'twixt friends, I needs must say. 
But let it go no farther, pray, 
These sung-up, cryM-up countries are 
Displeasing, rugged, black, and bare > 
And all I've yet beheld or known • 
Serve only to endear my own» 

The matters I shall next disclose, 
'Tis likely, may be wrapp'd in prose ; 
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But verse methought would suit these better. 
Besides it lengthens out my letter. 
Read then, dear girls, with kind regard. 
What comes so far, what comes so hard ; 
And to our mother too make known, 
How travelling has improv*d her son. 

Let not malicious critics join 
Pope's homespun rhymes in rank with mine^ 
Form'd on that very spot of earth. 
Where Homer's self received his birth ; 
Add, as I said, t' enhance their worth, 
The pains they cost in bringing forth ; 
Whilie his, as all mankind agrees, 
Though wrote with care, are wrote withease^ . 



( 
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TO 

kr SISTERS 

AT 

CROX-E ASTON, 

Wftam §eam Caiio ia ftQrpt, a«|MK 1734. 

Jfy the Same. 



^/tTaili you» my dear girls, in your paradise stray, 
IKverdng with innocent freedom the day, 
I wander alone in a barbarous land, 
Half bak'd by the sun, half blind by the sand. 
Then your wood too and grotto so swim in my sight, 
They give me no respite by day nor by night ; 
No sooner asleep but I'm dreaming of you ; 
I am just wak'd from one, — ^would to God it were 
true. 

Methought I was now a fine gentleman grown. 
And had got, Lord knows how, an estate of my own. 
Good-bye to plain Tom, I was rais'd a peg higher; 
Some call'd me his worship, and others the squirew 
'Twas a place, I remember, exaflly like Easton^ 
A scene for an emperor's fancy to feast on* 
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There I built a fine house with great cost and great 

care, 
(Your la'ships have form'd many such in the air) 
Not of stucco, nor brick, but as good Portland stone 
As Kent would desire to be working upon. 
The apartments not small, nor monstrously great. 
But chiefly for use, and a little for state ; 
So begilt, and becarv'd, and with ornaments grac'd^ 
That every one said, I'd an excellent taste. 
Here I liv'd like a king, never hoarded my pelf. 
Kept a coach for my sisters, a nag for myself, 
With something that's good when our Highclear 

friends come, 
And, spite of ^squire Herbert, a fire in each room. 
A canal made for profit as well as for pleasure. 
That's about, let me see, two acres in measure ; 
Both the eye to delight, and the table to crown, 
With a jack, or a perch, when my uncles come down. 
An exceeding great wood, that's been set a great 

. while, 
In length near a league, and in breadth near a mile. 
There every dear girl her bright genius displays, 
In a thousand fine whimsies a thousand fine ways. 
O how charming the walks to my fancy appear : 
What a number of temples ahd grottos are here ! 
My soul was transported to such an extreme, 
That I leap'd up in raptures, — when lo! 'twas a 

dream. 
Then vexing I chid the impertinent day 
For driving so sweet a delusion away. 
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FtlOM 

MARSEILLES, 



TO MY 

SISTERS AT CRUX-fiASTON, 

MAY Xt3>* 

By tht Same. 



SCENE, the Study at Cnix*Easton. Molly and Fanny are sitting at work ; 
enter to them HarHot in a ptttloni 



Hariliot. 
Lord ! sister, here's the butcher coin^> 
And not one word from brother Tom ; 
The punfhial spark, that made his boast 
He'd write by every other post ! 
That ever I was so absurd 
To take a man upon his word ! 
Q^pth Frances, Child, I wonder much 
You could expe6t him to keep touch : 
'Tis so, my dear, with all mankind ; 
When out of sight you're out of mind. 
Think you he'd to his sisters write \ 
Was ever girl so unpolite ! 
Some ^r Italian stands possess'd. 
And reigns sole mistress in his breast ; 
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To her he dedicates his time. 

And fawns in prose, or sighs in rhyme. 

She'll give him tokens of her love. 

Perhaps not easy to remove ; 

Such as will make him large amends 

For loss of sisters, and of friends. 

Cries Harriot, When he comes to France, 
I hope in God he'll learn to dance, 
And leave his aukward habits there, 
I'm sure he has enough to spare. 

O could he leave his faults, saith Fanny, 
And bring the good alone, if any. 
Poor brother Tom I he*d grow so light, 
The wind might rob us of him quite ! 
Of habits he may well get clear ; 
111 humors are the faults I fear. 
For in my life I ne'er saw yet 
A creature half so passionate. 
Good heav'ns ! how did he rave and teao 
On my not going you know where ; 
I scarcely yet have got my dread off: 
I thought he'd bite my sister's head off. 
'Tween him and Jenny what a clatter 
About a fig, a mighty matter ! 
I could recount a thousand more. 
But scandal's what I most abhor. 

Molly, who long had patient sat, 
And heard in silence all their chat. 



Iptst. XXVn. AND RUMOROtTS. 99 

Observing how they spoke with rancor, 
Took up my cause, for which I thank her. 
What eloquence was then display'd I 
The charming things that Molly said. 
Perhaps it suits not me to tell ; 
But faith ! she spoke extremely well. 
She first, with much ado, put on 
A prudish face, then thus begun. 

Heyday ! quoth she, you let your tongue 
Run on most strangely, right or wrong, 
*Tis what I never can connive at j 
Besides, consider whom you drive at | 
A person of establish'd credit. 
Nobody better, though I say it. 
In all that^s good, so tried and known} 
Why, Girls, he*s quite a proverb growni 
His worth no mortal dares dispute : 
Then he's your Brother too to boot. 

At this she made a moment's pause. 
Then with a sigh resum'd the cause. 
Alas I my dears, you little know 
A sailor's toil, a trav'ler's woe ; 
Perhaps this very hour he strays 
A lonely wretch through desert ways ; 
Or shipwreck'd on a foreign strand, 
He falls beneath some ruffian's hand : 
Or on the naked rock he lies, 
^nd pinch*d by famine wastes and dies. 
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Can you this hated Brother see 
Floating, the sport of wind and sea } 
Can you his feeble accents hear. 
Though but in thoughti nor drop a tear i 
He faintly strives, his hopes are fled. 
The billows booming o'er his head ; 
He mounts upon the waves again. 
He calls on us, but calls in vain ; 
To death preserves his friendship true, 
And mutters out a kind adieu. 
See now he rises to our sight. 
Now sinks in everlasting night. 

Here Fanny's color rose and fell. 
And Harriot's throat began to swell : 
One sidled to the window quite. 
Pretending some unusual sight, 
The other left the room outright ; 
While Molly laugh 'd, her ends obtain'd, 
To think how artfully she feign 'd. 
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FROM 

FRANCIS FAWKES, M. A. 

TO 

HIS WIFE. 

A 

JOURNEY TO DON CASTER; 

OKf A CURIOUS JOURNAL OF FIVE DAYS, 
Wrote with a Pencil in a Cbalae. 



Dear Anne, 

In prose I've wrote you many a journal 
Of travels, which I hope you'll burn all, 
And now for once I write in rhyme 
To tell you how I spend my time. 
And what adventures may ensue 
While I am hasting down to you. 

On Sep. the second day I went 
To London from my house in Kent ; 
And, as good luck would have it, found 
A friend for shire of Ebor bound : 
It proving temperate, pleasant weather, 
We soon agreed to go together. 
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And for our ease, o*er turnpike- ways. 
To travel down in my post-chaise. 
By learned men it is ag^reed. 
Poets should ride the winged steed ; 
And therefore, thus says Betty Martin, 
•* Thou art no poet, that's most certaun." 
Thro' Kentish-town, up Highgate-hill, 
Our horses move — against their will ; 
And, while they snuff the wholesome wind. 
We cast a parting look behind, 
Pleas*d t' have left yon sable cloud, 
That buries millions in its shroud ; 
Alas t they toil, the sons of care I 
And never breathe the purer air. 

Thy common, Finchley, next we measure, 
Whose woodland views would give us pleasure. 
But that they many a wretch exhibit, 
Too near the high road, on a gibbet ; 
Hence men may guess, without much skill, 
Jiere have been rogues- — and may be still. 
High Barnct pass'd, we reach the plain, 
Where Warwick, haughty earl, was slain ; 
3o perish all, as Warwick fell. 
Who 'gainst their lawful liege rebel I 
Ah ! passing strange, that one sweet flowcf 
Should kindle all the rage of power I 
Yet England oft has wail'd her woes, 
And wept th? colors of th^ ro?e. 
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With hungry appetites we hie on, 
Where Hatlield shows the Silver lion ; 
But, lo 1 nice steaks from rump of beef 
Will soon afford us kind relief; 
Of good old Port we drink a qiuirt. 
Discharge our reckoning, and depart* 
Thro' sandy lanes, and deep defiles. 
Where ray of Phoebus never smiles, 
{Save on that beam-illumin'd dwelling, 
Where Young delights the Muse at Welling) 
We march as gently as we can. 
And reach at Stevenage the Swan : 
A well-fed pullet, roasted nice. 
And of high-season'd ham a slice. 
Of suppers could not prove the worst- 
Warm negus gratified our thirst : 
At ten the welcome down we prest. 
And wooed the kindly Power of rest.-^ 

With early dawn we niount the chaise, 
And Phoebus smiles in friendly rays : 
O'er finest turnpike* road we bowl, 
The wheels, the numbers gently roll. 
Speed swift to Baldock down the hill, 
Where liv'd sweet Pdlly of the Mill, 
But now the lovely Polly's gone. 
Rival of Venus 1 — so drive on. 
Thro' villages, o'er plains we ride, 
Where Ouze condu6ls his silver tide j 
So slow his winding waters stray, 
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He seems to linger on his way. 

As loth to leave the pleanng scene 

Of woods, corn-fields 2nd pastures green : 

Thus man, low-grovellingy like the river, 

Would loiter in this life for erer; 

So beautiful these scenes appear. 

He thinks it better to be here. 

Than try that country, from whose bourn 

No pale-eyed travellers return. 

At Eaton next, by twelve-a-clock. 

We bait our horses at the Cock : 

Then leave awliile the public road. 

To take with friends a night's abode : 

This visit comes in due succession. 

And therefore deem it no digression. 

Thence cross corn-fields our way explore. 

Where chariots never went before ; 

Thro' rushy swamps, and bogs we past, 

And came to Beggary at last : 

Even then we did not know our doom, 

For worse misfortunes were to come : 

Fain would we thro' the pastures ride ; 

Our entrance gates and locks denied : 

Thro' that deep lane, where many a slough 

Would spoil a horse, or hide a cow, 

Pass on we must, if we intend 

To pay our visit to a friend : 

True friendship has a bias strong. 

It drove us thro* the mire along, 

O'er banks and ridges, till, at lust, 
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It faii^y set the carriage fast — 

What's to be done \ — ^with might and main 

We haul'd it on the land again : 

At length, with fear and wild amaze, 

We crawl'd thro* ^fely with the chaise ; 

Now on the precipice's edge. 

Now bounc'd against a quickset hedge. 

And, by a wondrous kind of fate, 

By four arriv'd at Pointer's gate ; 

Whose entertainment, neat and kind. 

Soon put these dangers out of mind : 

With social friends we past the day. 

And gaily laugh'd our cares away— 

At six we march, but first provide, 
To shun bad roads, a feiithful guide ; 
And shortly, o'er the rising steep, 
We saw the spire of Bugden peep : 
At breakfast near an hour we waste, 
'Twas coffee, grateful to the taste. 
With dulcet cream, and nut-brown toast ; 
Then bid a Valeas to our host. 
O'er level roads we drive amain. 
Roads as the well -roll 'd terrace plain. 
And soon reach Stilton safe and well — 
We chose the inn that bears the Bell. 
On mutton, charming food! we dine, 
And cheer our hearts with generous wine ; 
But long, alas I we must not stay— ^ 
Life flies with rapid wing away ; . 
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'Tis but a march that we must make ; 

"1^18 but a journey we must take : 

Here we can fix no firm abode. 

Nor loiter long upon the road ; 

But must, with vigilance, attend 

Still to our journey, and its end. 

At Stamford next, with spirits light. 

The Bull receives us for the night ; 

Smelts and a rabbet was our food ; 

The bill was cheap, the wine was good. 

Our wheels next morning early sound 

O'er rough, thro* truly Roman ground; 

Th' immense Vestigia, still compleat. 

Prove that the Romans once were great : 

By ten, at Grantham we admire 

The noble church, the lofty spire; 

Sarum's alone is two feet higher. 

Here, what before I ne'er had seen, 

1 saw fair Venus, Beauty's Queen ; 

Sweetly she smil'd with graceful look. 

In shape of Lady Mary Coke. 

Our breakfast done, in haste we went 

To Newark on the banks of Trent; 

There staid a little to regale 

On cold roast-beef and humming ale. 

Thence thro* a tedious, sandy way 

We labor'd, and at Carlton lay : 

With friends we drained the cheerful bowl, 

And supt on mutton and broil'd fowl. 

And eels that gave us much content, 
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Delicious eels — ^the eels of- Trent. 
Next morn thro* wretched roads we steer, 
Yet pay at turnpikes devilish dear : 
The purple heath we travers'd o'er, 
And stopt at Barnby on the Moor ; 
Thence into honest Yorkshire ventur'd, 
Which first we at fair Bawtry enter'd : 
By three to Doncaster wi? came, 
A town polite of ancient fame , 
There will the Muse awhile unbend, 
And there this tedious journal end. 
Wrote, dearest Anne, at your commands, 
And now it flies to kiss your hands. 

Sept. 6, 1759. 



EPISTLE XXIX. 



TO.TBt 

COUNTESS OF HERTFORD^ 
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WRITTEM III TBI TlAft If DCCXUT. 

sr JOBS Djttnu, d. p. 



You ask me. Madam, if the Muse 
From ColebrodL still my kept pumiet : 
Take dien (Imt first your patience lend) 
Her story thus from end to end. 

She that at Bath so debonair 
Sung gallant Damon and his Fair, 
To beauteous Townsend tun'd her lyre. 
And did, at Pelham's sight, inspire 
Strains, that her Lincoln's self forgives 
(You see the daring poet lives !) 

She that at Percy-Lodge so late 
From mom to night was us'd to prate. 
Almost impertinent and rude, 
Unbidden would herself intrude 
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With tale, and epigram, and song, 
To waft tlie cheerful hours along > 
Whilst I, o'erjoy'd myself to view 
Alive, and with my Lord and You, 
Not once could check her merry vein, 
Her unpremeditated strain, 
And did, from heedless joy, negle<5l 
To greatness every grave respect ; 
This Muse, I say, inconstant grown, 
Forsook me, when I came to town ; 
Friend to my fortune, she withdrew. 
When I left Percy- Lodge and You. 

Since then, in vain I ask her aid, 
In vain her cruelty upbraid ; 
The town, she says, was ne'er her choice ; 
If there she tries to raise her voice, 
Her strains are to their theme unjust. 
Or drown'd in noise, or choak'd with dust. 

Her plea is good. The Muse's theme. 
Like the pure, bright, harmonious stream. 
Ne'er but in rural channels flows ; 
Cities and bards are endless foes. 

Resolv'd Parnassus' top to climb. 
And there to build the lofty rhyme, 
I to fam'd Claremont's height aspire. 
To borrow thence poetic fire. 
To waft, like Cooper's- Hill, its name 



On wing's of erertasdng £uae I 
Or, (if thatbold ■ttempt be^iiin} 
Your partial ear to entertain. 

I mount my chaiaei the space betweeoi 
Fancy anticipates the tcenei 
And Vanity, offidous maid. 
Thus oftrs her self«.{4casing aid ; 

* Poor Vanhmgh's plan is out of date, 

* And Garth but saw its Mng state» 

* His verse with tunefiil ftble ningi 

* But left its real charms unsuf^; 

* But now, to my transported eyes, 

* In full maturity will rise 

* The bowers, the tem]^kS| and the groves, 

* That Kent has planned, and Pelham loves/ 

At length, awaken*d from my dream, 
My eyes behold the real theme. 
And the gay sketch, that fancy drew, * 
They find more amiably true. 

On a neat stru£hire now they rest. 
Where rural plainness is exprest, 
With harvests stor'd, compadl, and warm, 
And, tho' Palladian, yet a farm, 
Whence cars, in rustic order drawn. 
Pass and repass the sloping lawn. 
While flocks, in fleecy groups around. 
Or, moving, crop the daisy'd ground, 
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Or, sunk beneath the tufted trees. 
Turn, languid, to the noontide breeze. 
The histier herds, in glare of day, 
Bask, and imbibe the sudny ray. 

While these I view, on humid wings 
The sultry south a tempest brings. 
Black clouds invest the low'ring skies, 
And all the beauteous vision flies. 
Now from the thick-descending rain 
I drive across the darkened plain, 
And leave the lovely scene behind. 
That just began to charm my mind. 

How rare does pleasure stand the test ! 
With patience now I arm my breast, 
And, in a moralizing vein, 
With thoughts like these my grief restrain : 
" The skies are clear, when storms arc o'er, 
** Again smooth waves salute the shore, 
** Each sun but sets to rise again, 
** And gild with mom the dewy plain ; 
" This hour, perhaps, hope cheats the mind, 
** The next, an equal joy we find." 

Just so ; the house a shelter lends. 
Within I find the best of friends, 
Spence, whose soft bosom oft has knowo 
To make another's woe her own } 
She noW| with hospitable grace^ 
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Compassionates my present case. 

Asks of your health, and hears with joy. 

How You your growing strength employ 

In rural cares and exercise ; 

And kind congratulations rise, 

When on my favorite theme I dwell, 

And Beauchamp's rifling virtues tell. 

Fondly the vanity I share, 

And recolle6t my pleasing care. 

That, with parental aid combih*d. 

Founded the strudureof his mind : 

So boastful builders call their own 

Works, where they laid the first rude stone. 

The storm subsides, the mount I gain. 
Thence dart my eyes across the plain. 
Full swelling to the sight, I found 
First holy Paul's majestic round. 
Thro' wide Augusta's smoak; and now 
Rose lofty Windsor's tow 'red brow ; 
Here glitter streams of vulgar names, 
There slowly winds imperial Thames, 
On his green banks, in level line, 
Here spacious Hampton's turrets shine. 
Whose windows kindling at the ray 
Of Sol, beam back redoubled day ; 
Towns, villages, and pointed spires. 
And smoak thick- wreath'd from cottage -fires. 
And planted villas, intervene, 
To«^race the sweetly-vary'd scene. 
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O'er all my eyes transported rangc!^ 
With every glance the visions change, 
Till, drawn by beauties nearer home^ 
Along the lovely park I roam, 
Now skim the walk, descend the gladtf, 
Then plunge into the deepest shade. 
Here flourish sweets in mingled bloom, 
There (worthy ancient Greece or Rome) 
Fair temples, opening to the sight, 
Surprise each turn with new delight : 
In pleasure lost, I wish to gaze 
At once a thousand different ways, 
Awful or pleasing, every part 
Expands the soul, or glads the hearty 
Great, open, liberal, unconfin'd, 
Just emblem of its master's mind, 
Who knows uncquall'd state to shew^ 
Yet, gracious, stoops to all below. 

Beneath a hill, whose hoary brow 
Ne'er felt the wound of scythe or plow, 
(Along whose wild and heathy side 
Britannia's naval heroes ride. 
When they, with colors wide display'df 
That proud Iberia's sons upbraid, 
In tawny troop, from India's shore, 
Guard in rough pomp their captive ore) 
Mid circling waters lies an isle. 
Whose verdant shores reflected smile 
With Flora's painted hues ; above, 
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Soft«%oKVii'd in a ihady gravCy . 
A dome» but half rereal'd toa^g^ 
Cbequen the bought with Purian white. 



If chance from hence at eveoifig &ir 
The riling tong toft steals on asr. 
Which to the well-according strings 
The slulful voice sweet warbling sings^ 
The passing swain suspended stands. 
And, wondering, lifts to heaven hisfaaDd% 
Doubu if beneath some leafy *pray 
Soft Philomela pours her lay. 
Or some blest spirit from above * 

Enchants with harmony the grove ; 
Nor guesses that the tuneftil art. 
Which awes and charms his simple heart, * 
Is Her*9, whose bounty loves to bless 
Sad sickening want, and lone distress. 
And Her's the sweet enchanting song. 
To whom the listening groves belong. 
And all, that Her Newcastle's art 
In boundless fondness can impart, 
Each level walk, each shelving glade, 
Whatc'er employs the laborer's spade, 
Whatever rewards his patient toil, 
And makes the barren desert smile. 

This isle in tempting prospe6l stands. 
Thither I stretch my eyes and hands, 
Eager the farther shore to gain, 
But stretch my hands and eyes in vain. 
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For hark ! the threat'ning winds arise, 
Again with clouds obsture the skies, 
And tell my bafflM hopes, that this 
Is an inchanted isle of bliss, 
Now in near prospeft blooming fair, 
And now involv'd in black despair 1 

My chaise regain'd, I cross the plain. 
When lo ! the sun beams forth again. 
Hope, gay impostor, points the way. 
Where, near the road, fair Esher lay ) 
And who at Esher would not stay ? 
I turn'd. Retiring from the town^ 
The noble Owner just came down. 
I saw the gate behind him close. 
Then murmur 'd at this short repose 
From cares for Britain's safety shewn, 
Grudg'd his repose, who guards my own ! 

I now pursue my former way, 
And with my journey ends this day 
Of hope, and fear« and pain, and pleasure. 
Of all my other days the measure ! 

Your's a more even tenor know. 
And scarce perceive an ebb or flow. 
The cause is plain. To fortune^s gale 
You, cautious, never spread a sail ; 
Safe in your port, content at home. 
You ne'er for painful pleasure roam, 
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And think it fbUy, if not sin. 
One night to sojourn at an inn. 
Nay, when the Atlas of our state 
Throws ofF fbr You a nation's weighty 
In courtly terms your ear to greet. 
And cast himself beneath your feet. 
You (like Egeria) in your grott 
Or seek he must, or finds You not. 
More cautious still, e'en when rctir'd, 
By wits nor censur'd, nor admir'd, 
You say, (tho' every art your friend) 
You dare to no one art pretend. 
Your fear is just. Each state and nsltion 
Assigns to woman reputation. 
While man asserts his wider chdmy 
Jealous proprietor of fame. 

Yet sure, without offence, You may 
Qn nature's open leaf display 
Your harmless unambitious skill. 
To sink a grott, or slope a hill, 
A dell with flowers adorn, or lead 
A winding rill along the mead. 
Or bid opposing trees be join'd, 
In hospitable league intwin'd. 
Without their leave, whose madness darei 
Rouze human states to cruel wars ; 
Or, if the Bourbon of the air 
Against your feather'd folk declare 
Fell war, betake you to th* alliance 
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Of net or gun, and bid defiance 
To every robber, small or great. 
That would disturb your calm retreat. 

O may kind heaven propitious smile 
On every art that can beguile 
A Son's long absence from your sight. 
And render back that just delight ! 
From those distrafting dire alarms^ 
That set a jarring world in arms, 
From tainted air's infeftious breath. 
Where flies unseen the dart of death. 
His steps, ye Guardian Angels, guide, 
And turn the htal shaft aside ! 
ReturnM, his parent's bliss to <:rown, 
And make, all earth can give, their own. 
Like Smithson's, may his manly heart 
A6k not the vain, but generous part. 
Call drooping art from her recess. 
With health, and ease, and fame to bless \ 

O may, like his, His riper age 
With caution tread the civil stage. 
Like him, th' enchanted cup put by. 
And every vain temptation fly, 
Of power, or pension, place, or name, 
If meant state-traps, that sink to shame; 
Yet his just Prince, without a bribe, 
X^ove — ^more than all the venal tribe I 
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Ifenc trMspas'd on \-our time, 
I see a tedious knglli of rJtyme. 
It miut it then appear to you I 
pe&tu,] ii«wt tliit short adieu. 




EPISTLE XXX. 



TO 

MISS A. W. 

CA very Young Ladjr.3 



BY JOHN fFHALEYj M. A. 



I WOULD tell thee, thou art fair; 
But the pleasing tale, I fear. 
Might deceive thy tender ear. 
Make thee fancy beauty more 
Than thou'lt find the faithless store ; 
Faithless as the dream of night, 
Flitting with returning light ; 
Just as sure as Summer seas, 
When behind th* inviting breeze 
Storms and thunders loitering wait, 
Soon to give the wretch his fate. 

Let the Muse then send her song 
To thy mind, thy mind yet young. 
Yet as pure and free from stain 
As the snow driven o'er the plain : 
But how nice th' instructive lay I 
Yet the Muse has bid me say. 
Thou hast ask'd, and she'll obey. 
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Gentie Maid, to whose kind heart 
Friendly Nature doth impart 
(Choicest of itic gifti she brings) 
Soft good temper, first of things ; 
May that temper be thy guide. 
May she still with thee reside, 
Free from passion, fi-ee from pride j 
Pride that aims (he deadliest dart 
At the growing Virgin's heart I 
Once its poison enier'd there. 
Nought tan cure the wounded Fair. 
Fride like Veoua does not movCi 
Graces ai her aide, and Love ; 
But the tierce Desire of Power, 
And dull Ignorance, march before; 
Afrec"taiion, Vanity, 
Saucy Sneer and Calumny, 
Cruelly and high Disdain, 
Form her virtue-killing tnin. 
Shun then Flattety's tainting breath, 
Self-opiaion shun like Death. 

Next, my Pair, with curious quest. 
Search the garden of thjr breast, 
Underneath th' enliven'd clay, 
•Midst the streams that through it »tray, 
Clay as fine as Nature makes, 
Streams y^t cool in vestal lakes j 
Search, 1 say, with nicest heed. 
And, if fijgnd, d; strpy th? w?ed ; 
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Fruitless, banefuli and unkind, 
(Fond yet of the female mind) 
If base Avarice you spy, 
Pluck it forth, and bid it die ; 
See 1 thy parents praise the deed, 
Loathing the pernicious Weed, 
And with pleasure bid thee tread 
On the snow>cold poison's head* 

The observing Muse believe, 
Nothing can your bliss deceive, 
If in noble scorn you hold 
Thirst of power, and love of gold. 
Quell' d these passions, thou shalt find 
Virtue easy, soft, and kind. 
These two dangers canst thou shun, 
More than half Life*s task is done. 
When thy breast thus clear'd you see, 
When the soil from weeds is free. 
When no more the thistle grows. 
Nor the thorn surrounds the rose, 
Thou shalt then employ thy hours, 
Gathering sweets, and culling flowers. 
AH that Virtue has to give 
Thou shalt to thy breast receive. 
Under thy commanding eye. 
White rob'd Purity shall lie ; 
And thy altering cheek her throne 
Rose-red Modesty shall own; 
Still at thy extended hand 
Clewing Charity shall stand s 
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Tnitki «s pure as Ai^gdt uXL. 
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ieornM die Hght fiuiiMlk Cfew, 
KiCtti nii tui^plNuieti oo yovj 
Afid fott {KNir into ^ bfieatt 
Joys like what tfajr ure coafest* 
"Wlioin Hymen's hiqp^lMod ' 
He leoeir'd Bfisa's lituid. 
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TO 

J rOUNG LADT. 



BY 

rUE REV, MR. P. 



Oh, born to bless some youth unknown, 

Fanny, thy beauties all will own; 

Yet all who know you will confess 

Your beauty than your merit less. 

One who deserves you, would you choose f 

Accept this offering of my Muse : 

She paints — ^ah, hardly paints from life,— 

Him, who alone should call you wife. 

That dear, dear name in which are join'd 

All that can charm or sooth the mind. 

Let me, my Fair, dire6l your choice, 
For that alone is my advice. 
Rules for behaviour I'll not give. 
Those from an abler hand receive, 
For them to Lyttleton attend, 
He, the' a^poet, is a friend, 




Would you be happy 1 — Yes, you wou'd ; 
Then let the favor'd youth be good, 
Jlir every tender thought remove. 
Where there's no virtue, far be love, 
But where bright glows that heai-enly flame. 
Virtue and love become the same. 
Scorning the pert, the dull, the vain, 
The wretch who thirsts for sordid gam. 
Let fair sincerity and truth 
Adorn thine only-favor'd yovilh. 
To these humility be join'd, 
Tliat fairest virtue of the itiind. 

Mark well his looks ; lei them impart 
The genuine fondness of the heart. 
That ever in the loofci appears 
A fondness fonn'd of hopes and fears. 

Mark, his behavioiii' : love inspirei 
Respectful awe sniidst its tires, 
His trembling hand to yours when join'4t 
Speaks the soft awe that fills his mind. 
His words, his aAions should proclaiii) 
A pure, a true, and reiU flame. 

Be sure let cheerfulness divine 
Inspire the heart that's made for thine. 
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For>that, when join'd with manly sense, 
Pleasures perpetual will dispense. 

These virtues let us now unite 
To place them in the fairest light, 
And see how lovely they'll appear : — 
He must be good, must be sincere. 
Be true, be humble, and his love 
Be pure as virtue may approve, 
Respe6lful fondness must he show, 
And round him cheerfulness must throw 
Her pleasing light, her beams divine, 
To make his virtues brighter shine. 

Thus have 1 drawn th' ideal man 
That may deserve deserving Fan. 
And know you none whom this is like ? 
None where resemblance strong may strike ? 
Or is there this distinguished one ? 
Be he or not as yet unknown, 

Have him, my lovely Maid, or none. 

# 

On foreign or on English ground 
If this deserving youth be found. 
In whom these merits all combine. 
Bring him to me to make him thine : 
1*11 exercise my magic powers. 
And date from thence your happiest hou^. 

But if, rejecting my advice. 
As fancy's foniii and over-nicc> 
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To one unlike you'll give your cliamis, 
And take th' unworthy to your arms, 
Trust me. my office I'll decline; 
The haiefiil deed ihall ne'er be mine. 
Merit, wiih all its charms, to give 
Where there's aa merit to receive. 



EPISTLE XXXII. 



TO 

A LADT, 

[GOING TO BATHS IN THE S£A. ] 

BY GEORGE KEATE^ ES^ 



Venus, moat histories agree, 
Sprung from the ferment of the sea ; 
Yet I confess I'm always loth 
To think such beauty was but froth, 
Or that the ocean, which more odd is. 
Should from a bubble spawn a Goddess : 
Though hence, my Laura, learned fellows 
Of such its wonderous powers still tell US| 
That every mother brings her daughter 
To dip in this specific water, 
Expecting from the briny wave 
Charms which it once to Venus gave. 

These charms, my Laura> strive to gain; 
And, that you may not bathe in vain, 
I'll here, as well as I am able, 
Give you a Moral to this Fable, 
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Would you a Goddess reign o>r all } 
From the wide flood its virtues call. 
Free from each stain thy bosom keep. 
Clear be it as this azure deep, 
Which no capricious passion knows, 
But duly ebbs, and duly flows ; 
Though sometimes ruffled, calm'd as soon, 
Still constant to its faithful moon^ 
At whose approach with pride it swells, 
And to each shore its chaste love tells ; 
Heedless of every change of weather. 
That wafts a straw, or coxcomb feather^ 
Which only on the surface play, 
And unobservM are washM away. 

Reflet, that, lodged within its breast, 
The modest pearl delights to rest, 
While every gem to Neptune known 
Is there w ith partial bounty sown. 
In years, thus ever may we tnice 
Each sparkling charm, each blushing grace; 
To these let judgment value give. 
And in that seat of Beautv live ! 



This Moral keep before your eyes. 
Plunge — and a new-born Venus rise. 



EPISTLE XXXIIt. 



TO 

TheMoae Honotabv 



THM MARCHIONESS df^f; 

Sent with YlM)ebe» A PaMonl Openu 

BT JOHN HOADir^ L.LiD. 
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From polish'd circles of the faii'^ 
From gilded domes and tainted air. 
Where Pleasure 's toilsome. Silence loudi 
Retirement but from crowd to crowd ; 
Where Love but drives a trade at best 
(An alley-broker He profess'd,) 
Not giving corresponding hearts^ . 
But chafiering with his golden darts ; 
Where innocence the world amazes. 
Her face scarce known in public places : 
But choosing — still at home — to share 
One comer of St. James's Square — 
Far hence permit the simple swain 
To lead thef to the guiltless plain. 
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Where Phoebe, innocent and gay. 
Dares with rhe dangerous passion play : 
And Celia, iininstmCted laXiA, 
Stoups her pure caute herself to plead. 

Nor scornfully wilt thou diadain 
The shepherd's pastime, pure though plain. 
Thou (whose well -cultivated mind. 
Nor for enjoyment too vefin'd. 
Nor others' woes lo fetl too wise. 
Knows all but Nature lo despise) 
Serene shall teach the madding train. 
False pleasure is but real pain j 
Superior to her Siren -song, 
Prudent thou giid'st the stream along. 
Not careless of tlie baits of youth, 
But steady to the pilot. Truth, 
With her upon the helm advanc'd, 
In purer joys thou sitt'st intranc'd. 
And secst with pity and amaze 
The voluntary herds, that graie 
Th' inehanled shores of Circe's isle, 
Transform'd so foully by her smile< 

Lady, from all tlieir painied pride. 
Come, lei »he Shepherd be thy guide : 
He 'U lead thee to ilie fountain's brink. 
Where all the Sylvan Muses drink ; 
Whose spotless and translucent fate 
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Heaven reflects with Heaven's own grace, 

And pure at once, and yet refin*d, 

Presents a mirrtSr to the mind. 

He'll lead thee (go with him along) 

Where Greene's sweet Muse attunes her song. 

And plays her not unusual part, 

Mixing simplicity with art. 

Thy Genius shall according move, 

And| self-approving, her approve. 



EPISTLE XXXIV. 



RIF. KSlGHTir CHETWOOD, 
D. D. 



If bjl^ixc TBt coi:t. 
— WALDKXK, m. D. 



Tii no hard matter to divine 
Hdic I, who Love a wench and ime. 
And all the ftudicd liuuriei 
That Iamb or Loc£et can deriK, 
Should have the gout, and penance d* 
With foot on chair in velvet shoe. 
But how a man predicamental- 
]y sober, and near transcendental ; 
That ne'er was koown ti> be a glutton. 
Beyond a penny chop of mutlon. 
And can't tell whal sixth senie, or whoi 
And Goody is his only Chloric : 
How >uch a one ahould liave in 
Saline, and acid w infesting, 
la strange to me, and as obscure 
A riddle almost as the cure. 
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The learned Sydenham does not doubt 
But profound thought will brinjg the gout, 
And that with bum on couch we lie. 
Because our reason 's soar'd too high ; 
As cannons, when they mount vast pitches^ 
Are tumbled bac)s: upon their breaches. 

Indeed I 'm apt to think in you 
Th' hypothesis is very true : 
For your investigating skull 

So 'on and W» full. 

That, hunting things through common-places, 

Y' are lost in entekchian mazes : 

And as when to an house we come 

To know if any one *s at home. 

We knock ; so one must kick your shin. 

Ere he can find your foul's within. 

Your brains (if any) sure would work well 

Upon the quadrature o' th' circle : 

But, if you'll have your foot no more in 

Flannel, you must leave off your poring. 

Be blithe and merry still as a grig, 

Mirth is the best Antipodagrig ; 

The gout's enrag'd by care gnd sadness. 

The best cure for 't is the oil of gladness. 



EPISTLE XXXV, 
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• THE SPLSSN. 



MR. CUTHBIRT JACKSON. 



BT JUL MATTBMm OMMBir, 

Ofttt 



Tait motley piece to you I amd. 
Who alwmyt were a ftithltil-frieiid ; 
Wboy if disputes should happen heDce* 
Can best explain the author's sense ; 
And, anxious for the public weal, 
Do| what I singy so often feel. 

The want of method pray excuse, 
Allowing for a vapor'd Muse ; 
Nor to a narrow path confin'd. 
Hedge in by rules a roving mind. 

The child is genuine, you may trace 
Throughout the sire's transinitted face. 
Nothing is stol'n : my Muse, though mean, 
Draws from the spring she finds within; 



^p. XXXV. EPISTLES FAMILIA&i ^C. 135 



Nor vainly buys what Gildon sells. 
Poetic buckets for dry wells. 

School-helps I want» to climb on hjgh|» 
Where all the ancient treasures lie. 
And there unseen commit a theft 
On wealth in Greek exchequers left. 
Then where ? from whom ? what can I 9te2il» 
Who only with the modems deal \ 
This were attempting to put on 
Raiment from naked bodies won : 
They safely sing before a thief» 
They cannot give who want relief; 
Some few excepted, names well known, 
And justly laurel'd with renown. 
Whose stamp of genius marks their ware. 
And theft detedls : of theft beware ; 
From More so lash*d, example fit. 
Shun petty larceny in wit. 

First know, my friend, I do not mean 
To write a treatise on the Spleen ; 
Nor to prescribe when nerves convulse ; 
Nor mend th' alarum watch, your pulse. 
If I am right, your question lay. 
What course I take to drive away 
The day- mare Spleen, by whose false pleas 
Men prove meer suicides in ease; 
And how I do myself demean 
In stormy world to live serene. 
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When by its magic lantern Spleai 
With frigfatful figures tpreadt life's scent^', 
And threat*ning prospe6b urg'd niy fiairSf 
A atnuigsr to the liick of heifs ; 
Reason^ some quiet to restore, 
Shew'd part was sobttancey shadow. move; 
With Spleen*s dead weight though henvy grown, 
In filers rough tide I sunk not down. 
But swam, *till Fortune thr^arope, 
puoyant on Madders fiU*d with hope. 

I always choose the plainest ;food 
To mend visddity of blood. 
Haill water-gruet, healing power. 
Of easy access to the poor ; - 
Thy help lovers confessors implore. 
And dodlors secretly adore ; 
To thee, I fly, by thee dilute-r 
Through veins my blood doth quicker shoot. 
And by swift current throws off clean 
Prolific particles of Spleen. 

I never sick by drinking grow, 
Nor keep myself a cup too low. 
And seldom Cloe's lodgings haunt, 
Thrifty of spirits, which I want. 

Hunting I reckon very good 
To brace the nerves, and stir the blopd ; 
But after no field-honors itch, 
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AchievM by leaping hedge and ditch. 
While Spleen lies soft relaxM in bed. 
Or o'er coal fires inclines the head, 
Hygeia's sons with hound and hom» 
And jovial cry awake the mom. 
These see her from the dusky plight, 
Smear'd by th* embraces of the night. 
With roral wash redeem her face. 
And prove herself of Titan's race. 
And, mounting in loose robes the skies, 
Shed light and fragrance as she flies. 
Then horse and hound fierce joy display, 
Exulting at the Hark-away, 
And in pursuit o*er tainted ground 
From lungs robust field-notes resound. 
Then, as St. George tlie dragon slew. 
Spleen pierc'd, trod down, and dying view ; 
While all their spirits are on wing. 
And woods, and hills, and vallies ring. 

To cure the mind*s wrong bias. Spleen ; 
Some recommend the bpwling-green i 
Some, hilly walk^ ; all, exercise ; 
Fling but a stone, the giant dies ; 
Laugh and be well. Monkeys have been 
Extreme good do6lors for the Spleen s 
And kitten, if the humor hit. 
Has harlequin'd away the fit. 

Since mirth is good in this behalf, 
At some partic'lars let us laugh. 
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That s rimnialrt their i mp ot ence i 

Who buz in riiyme^ aad» ]ike bfind lia^ 

Err with thftr wing» for want «f ejea. 

Pdor authors wonhipiHiig a calf, 

Deq> tragedies that snake ua lai^^ 

A strict dissenter saying graoct 

A le6t'rer preaching for a place. 

Folks, things prophedc to dkyem^ 

Making the past the future teasc^ 

The popish dubbing of a piiest. 

Fine epitaphs on knaves deoeaif d^ 

Green-apron'd Pydionissa*! nge, 

Great iBscukpius on his stage, 

A miser starving to be rich. 

The prior of Newgate*s dying speech, 

A jointur'd widow's ritual state, . 

Two Jews disputing t£te-^-t£te» 

New almanacs composed by seers. 

Experiments on felons ears, 

Disdainful prudes, who ceaseless ply 

The superb muscle of the eye, 

A coquet's April-weather face, 

A Q^eenb*rough mayor behind his mace, 

And fops in military shew. 

Are sov'rcign for the case in view. 

If Spleen-fogs rise at close of day, 
I clear my ev'ning with a play, 
Or to some concert take my way. 
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The company, the shine of lights. 
The scenes of humor, music's flights, 
Adjust and set the soul to rights, 

Life'^ moving pi€lures, well-wrought plays, 
To others' grief attention raise : 
Here, while the tragic fi6Hons glow. 
We borrow joy, by pitying woe ; 
There, gaily comic scenes delight. 
And hold true mirrors to our sight. 
Virtue, in charming dress array M, 
Calling the passions to her aid, 
When moral scenes just a6tions join. 
Takes shape, and shews her face divine. 

Music has charms, we all may find. 
Ingratiate deeply with the mind. 
When art does sound's high pow'r advance, 
To music's pipe the passions dance ; . 
Motions unwill'd its pow'rs have shewn, 
Tarantulated by a tune. 
Many have held the soul to be 
• Nearly ally'd to harmony. 
Her have I known indulging grief. 
And shunning company's relief. 
Unveil her face, and looking round. 
Own, by negledling sorrow's wound. 
The consanguinity of sound. 

In rainy days keep double guard. 
Or Spleen will surely be too hartl ; 
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Which, like those fish by sailors met. 

Fly highest, while their wings arc wet. 

In such dull weather, so unfit 

To enterprize a work of wit, 

When clouds one yard of azure sky, * 

That's fit for simile, deny, 

I dress my face with studious looks. 

And shorten tedious hours with books. 

But if dull fogs invade the head, 

That mem'ry minds not what is read, 

I sit in window dry as ark. 

And on the drowning world remark : 

Or to some cofiee-house I stray 

For news, the manna of a day. 

And from the hipp'd discourses gather, 

That politics go by the weather: 

Then seek good-humor'd tavern chums, 

And play at cards, but for small sums ; 

Or with the merry fellows quaff, 

And laugh aloud with them that laugh ; 

Or drink a joco-serious cup 

With souls who've took their freedom up, 

And let my mind, beguii'd by talk. 

In Epicurus' garden walk. 

Who thought it heav'n to be serene j 

Pain, hell ; and purgatory, spleen? 

Sometimes I dress, with women sit, 
And chat away the-gloomy fit ; 
Quit the stiff garb of sq-ious sense, 
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And wear a gay impertinence, 
Nor think nor speak with any pains, 
But lay on fancy's neck the reins ; 
Talk of unusual swell of wai^t 
In maid of honor loosely lac'd, 
And beauty borrowing Spanish red| 
And loving pair with sep'rate bed. 
And jewels pawn'd for loss of game. 
And then redeemed by loss of fame ; 
Of Kitty (aunt left in the lurch 
By grave pretence to go to church) 
Perceiv'd in hack with lover fine. 
Like Will and Mary on the coin : 
And thus in modish manner we, 
In aid of sugar, sweeten tea. 

Permit,, ye fair, your idol form, 
Which e*en the coldest heart can waifm. 
May with its beauties grace my line. 
While I bow down before its shrine^ 
And your throng'd altars with my lays 
Perfume, and get by giving praise. 
With speech so sweet, so sweet a mien 
You excommunicate the Spleen^ 
Which, fiend-like, flies the magic ring 
You form'd with sound, when pleas'd to sing : 
Whatever you say, howc'er you move. 
We look, we listen, and approve. 
Your touch, which gives to feeling bliss, 
Qarnervesx>fiicious throng to kiss ; 
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By Celia's pat, on their report. 

The grave-air'd soul, inclinM to spoiti 

Renounces wisdom's sullen pomp^ 

And loves the floral game, to romp. 

But who can view the pointed rays. 

That from black eyes tcintillant blaze f 

Love on his throne of glory seerat 

Encompass 'd with Satellite beams. 

But when blue eyes, more softly bright^ 

Diffuse benignly humid light, 

We gaze, and see the smiling loves^ 

And Cytherea's gentle doves. 

And raptur'd fix in such a face, 

Love's mercy seat, and throne of grace. • 

Shine but on age, you melt its snow ; 

Again fires long- xtinguish'd gloW, 

And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, 

Blood long congeal'd liquefies 1 

True miracle, and fairly done 

By heads which are ador'd while on. 



But oh, what pity *tis to find 
Such beauties both of form and mind, 
By modem breeding much debased. 
In half the female world at least ! 
Hence I with care such lott'ries shun. 
Where, a prize miss'd, I'm quite undone; 
And han*t, by vent 'ring on a wife, 
Y^t run the greatest risk in life. 



\ 



Mothers, and guardian aunts, forbear 
Your impious pains to fbtm the fairi 
Nor lay out so much cost and art. 
But to dcflowV the virpn heart ; 
Of every folly-fost'ring bed 
By quickening heat of custom bred. 
Rather than by your culture spoil'd^ 
Desist, and give us nature wild. 
Delighted with a hoyden soul, 
Which truth and innocence control. 
Coquets, leave off affected arts, 
Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts; 
Woodcocks to shun your snares have skill. 
You shew so plain, you strive to kilt. 
In love the artless c^tch the game, 
And they scarce miss who never aim. 

The world's great author did create 
The sex to fit the nuptial state. 
And meant a blessing in a wife 
To solace the fatigues of life ; 
And old inspired tinies display. 
How wives could love, and yet obey. 
Then truth, and patience of control, 
And house*wife arts adom'd the 90ul ; 
And charms, the gift of nature, shone ; 
And jealousy, a thing unknown : 
Veils were the only masks they wore ; 
Novels (receipts to make a whore) 
Nor ombre, nor qOadrille they knew^ 



tW Vam'a puiuance felt at loo. 
WixF uwt did nal to be thought gay. 
Thru CiMiipliintnl llifir puw'r away : 
But tnt, b)- fr*il ilcsirei misled, 
Tlwgiril furbidden iialhR should tread, 
Of (tB'nAct riii'd the 9«f? high wall ; 
W» ifaik haW'hawK, that shew them all. 
TtimxT ai once tulkit »en%e, 
Awl I'haq^c ibeiuiuit to break theience.. 

Kwr. irHniir'diWiuider friend, 
WJmi Ijtvoid to fail) my end. 

I iwv<T »m ■«< Meeting Men, 
Ufriii^, that itfpun of the Spleen } 
The brokrii hart, the busy fiend. 
The iiiwatd rail, on Spleen depend. 

law, Iktns'd breaking of the peace, 
To tthkh vacation is diiieaM : 
A gj'psy dicUon scarce known well 
Ity th' VMgi, who law-faHunc3 tell, 
I thun i nor ki it breed within 
Anxiety, and that the Spleen ; 
Law, grown a fomt, where perples 
The matet, and the bnmblef vex ; 
Where its twelves verd'rers every day 
Are chan^i^ still the public way : 
Yet if we miss our path and err, 
We grievous penaltiea incuc ; 
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And wanderers tire, and tear their skin. 
And then get out where they went in* 

I never game, and rarely bet» 
Am loth to lend, or run in debt* 
No compter^-Writs me agitate % 
Who moralizing pass the gate. 
And there mine eyes on spendthrifh turn^ 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 
Wisdom, before beneath their care. 
Pays her upbnuding visits there. 
And forces folly through the grate 
Her panegyric to repeat. 
This viewj profusely when indinM, 
Enters a caveat in the mind : 
Experience join'd with common sense^ 
To mortals is a providence. 

Passion, as frequently is seen. 
Subsiding settles into Spleen. 
Hence, as the plague of happy life, 
I run away from party-strife. 
A prince's cause, a church's claim, 
I*ve known to raise a mighty flame. 
And priest, as stoker, very free 
To throw in peace and charity. 

That tribe, whose pradticals decree 
Small beer the deadliest heresy ; 
Who, fond of pedigree, derive 
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From the most noted whore alive ; 
Who own wine's old prophetic aid. 
And love the mitre Bacchus made. 
Forbid the ^thful to depend 
On half-pint drinkers for a firiendt 
And in whose gay red-letter'd &ce 
We read good livbg more than grace : 
Nor th^y so pure, and so precise, 
Immac'lafe as their white of eyes. 
Who fo( the spirit hug the Spleen* 
Phyla6ter*d throughout all their mieUf 
Who their ill- tasted home-brew'd pray'r 
To the state's mellow forma prefer ; 
Who do^lrtncs, as infe^ous, fear, 
Which are not steep*d in vinegar. 
And samples of heart-chested grace 
Expose in shew-glass of the face. 
Did never me as yet provoke 
Either to honor band and cloak> 
Or deck my hat with leaves of oak. 

I rail not with mock-patriot grace 
At folks, because they are in place ; 
Nor, hir*d to praise with stallion pen, 
Serve the ear->lechcry of men ; 
But to avoid religious jars 
The laws are my expositors, 
Which in my doubting mind create 
Conformity to church and state. 
1 go, pursuant to my plan j 
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To Mecca with the Caravan. 
And think it right in common sense 
Both for diversion and defence. 

Reforming schemes are none of mine ; 
To mend the world *s a vast design: 
Like theirs, who tug in little boat. 
To pull to them the ship afloat. 
While to defeat their labor'd end. 
At once both wind and stream contend : 
Success herein is seldom seen, 
And zeal, when baffled, turns to Spleen. 

Happy the man, who, innocent, 
Grievep not at ills he can't prevent ; 
His skiff does with the current glide. 
Not puffing puird against the tide. 
He, paddling by the scuffling crowd, 
Sees unconcern'd life's wager row'd. 
And when he can't prevent foul play, 
Enjoys the folly of the fray. 

By these reflections I repeal 
Each hasty promise made in zeal. 
When gospel propagators say. 
We're bound our great light to display, 
V^nd Indian darkness drive away. 
Yet none but drunken watchmen send. 
And scoundrel link-boys for that end ; 
When they cry up this holy war. 
Which every Christian should he for, 



• Yet such as owe fbe law tkeir flu% 
We find emplojr'dai cnfUMcns 

la vain tnejf boU tne nioiiey-lKnc« 
At HMch a coadnQ^ wfaich intendt ■ 
B^ TiaoDS neant.HMdi TirtnoiM cnd^ 
I lan^ olFSpIiBen'y and keep way pence 
Fran spdiliifg Indian 



Yet plulotopluc love of ( 
I snfier not to prove diicas^ 
But riie up in tiie virtooos cause 
Ofafreep!KBs»«ndeqnallain». . 

In vain ;0ar axes liave noUf finig^t 
While free fimn foice the press remainiv 
l^rtue and Freedom cheer our plains. 

And Learning largesses bestows. 
And keq)s uncensurM open house* 
We to the nation*s public mart 
Our works of wit, and schemes of art. 
And philosophic goods this way» 
Like water carriage, cheap convey. 
This tree, which knowledge so aiibrds» 
Inqi^isitors with flaming swords 
From lay-approach with zeal defend. 
Lest their own paradise should end* 
The press from her fecundous womb 
Brought forth the arts of Greece and Rome s 
Her offspring skilled in logic war^ 
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Truth's banner wav'd in open air; 
The monster Superstition fled. 
And hid in shades its Gorgon head ; 
And lawless pow'r, the long-kept field. 
By reason queil'd, was forc*d to yield. 
This nurse of arts, and freedom's fence 
To chain, is treason against sense ; 
And, Liberty, thy thousand tongues 
None silence, who design no wrongs ; 
For those, who use the gag's restraint^ 
First rob, before they stop complaint. 

Since disappointment gauls within. 
And subjugates the soul to Spleen, 
Most schemes, as money- snares, I hate, 
And bite not at proje6lor*s bsut. 
Sufficient wrecks appear each day. 
And yet fresh fools are cast away. 
Ere well the bubbled can turn round. 
Their painted vessel runs aground ; 
/ Or in deep seas it oversets 
By a fierce hurricane of debts ; 
Or helm directors in one trip. 
Freight first embezzled, sink the ship. 
Such was of late a corporation. 
The brazen serpent of the nation, ^ 

Which, when hard accidents distressed, 
The poor must look at to be blest. 
And thence expedl/ with paper scal'd 
By fraud and us'ry, to be heal'd. 
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I in no soul-consumption wait 
Whole years at levees of the great. 
And hungry hopes regale the while 
On the spare diet of a smile. 
There you may see the idol stand 
With mirror in his' wanton hand ; 
Above, below, now here, now there 
He throws about the sunny glare. 
Crowds pant, and press to seize the prize» 
The gay delusion of their eyes. 

When Fancy tries her limning skill 
To draw and color at her will, 
And raise and round the figures well^ 
And shew her talent to excel, 
I guard my heart, lest it should woo 
Unreal beauties Fancy drew. 
And disappointed, feel despair 
At loss of things, that never were. 

When I lean politicians mark 
Grazing on aether in the park ; 
Whoe'er on wing with open throats 
Fly at debates, expresses, votes. 
Just in the manner swallows use, 
Catching their airy food of news; 
Whose latrant stomachs oft molest^ 
The deep-laid plans their dreams suggest; 
Or see some poet pensive sit, 
Fondly mistaking Spleen for Wit : 
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Whoy though, short* winded, still will aim 

To sound the epic trump of Fame ; 

Who still on Phoebus' smiles will dott> 

Nor learn convidion from his coat ; 

I bless my stars, I never knew 

Whimsiesi which close pursu'd, undoy 

And have from old experience been 

Both parent and the child of Spleen. 

These subje^ of Apollo*s state. 

Who from false fire derive their fate. 

With airy purchases undone 

Of lands, which none lend money on, 

Bom dull, had follow'd thriving ways* 

Nor lost one hour to gather bays. 

Their fancies first delirious grew, 

And scenes ideal took for true. 

Fine to the sight Parnassus lies. 

And with false prospects cheats their eyes ; 

The fabled gods the Poets sing, 

A season of perpetual spring. 

Brooks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees. 

Affording sweets and similes. 

Gay dreams inspir'd in myrtle bow'rs, 

And wreaths of undecaying flow'rs* 

^polio's harp with airs divine, 

The sacred music of the Nine, 

Views of the temple rai»'d to Fame, 

And for a vacant niche proud aim, 

Ravish their souls, and plainly shew 

What Fancy's sketching power can do. 



\ 
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They wiU attempt the nomitam steep. 
Where os the tofs like dreams in skcii^ 
The>f uses rcrelaftioiis shew. 
That find men ciack'dy or make them sq» 



You, friend, tflw me, die trade of rhyme 
AToid, elah'rate waste of dme^ 
Nor are content to he ondonCy 
To pass for Phochus-crtty son. 
PoemSf the hop-grounds of the hraia^ 
Afbrd the most Unceitain gam ; 
And lotteries nerer tempt die wise 
With blanks so many to a price. 
I only transient visits pay. 
Meeting the Muses in my way. 
Scarce known to the £istidious dames. 
Nor skiird to call them by their names. 
Korean their passports in these days. 
Your profit warrant, or your praise. 
On Poems by their didiates writ. 
Critics, as sworn appraisers, sit. 
And mere upholst'rers in a trice 
On gems and painting set a price. 
These tayrring artists for our lays 
Invent cramp'd rules, and with strait sta)'5 
Striving free Nature's shape to liit, 
Emaciate sense, before they fit. 

A common place, and many friends. 
Can serve the plagiar)''s ends. 
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WJiose easy vaifiping talent lies. 
First T^t to pilfer, then disguise. 
Thus some devoid of art and skill 
To search the mine on Pindus' hill. 
Proud to aspire and workmen grow. 
By genius doom'd to stay below. 
For their own digging shew the town 
Wit's treasure brought by others down. 
Some wanting, if they find a mine. 
An artist's judgment to refine. 
On fame precipitately fix'd. 
The ore with baser metals mixM 
Melt dow/i, impatient of delay. 
And call the vicious mass a play. 
All these engage to serve their ends, 
A band seledt of trusty friends. 
Who, lesson'd right, extol the thing. 
As Psapho taught his birds to sing ; 
Then to the ladies they submit. 
Returning officers on wit : 
A crowded house their presence draws^ 
And on the beaus imposes laws, 
A judgment in its favor ends. 
When all the pannel are its friends: 
Their natures merciful and mild 
Have from mere pity savM the child j 
In bulrush ark the bantling found 
Helpless, and ready to be drown'd. 
They have preserv'd by kind support^ 
And brought the baby-muse to court. 



>."»-» 
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Who oeedt Ml«riii^(tlMip!|^liii|[|| 

lMpii^dl|f«f|lrfditM9^ :/iF^ 

m tingh mi iwt n tlw gfthj Imiiii^ 
If Jove>ds«id afifirditj^ili^^ jk 
We hcir thi^tlfciimhr t»Mi wiiiiiff u} 

llie kepMs* ptnloiM tiiea engs^ 

Aright, and san6tify their rage; 
If he attempt disastrous love, 
We hear those plaints that wound the 
Within the kinder passions glow. 
And tears distill'd from pity flow. 

From the bright vision I descend. 
And my deserted theme attend. 

Me never did ambition seize, 
Strange fever most inflam'd by ease! 
The active lunacy of pride, 
That courts ji^t Fortune for a bride. 
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This p^r'dise-tree, so fair and high, 
I view with no aspiring eye : 
Like aspine shake the restless leaves, 
And^ Sodom-fruit our pains deceives, 
Whence frequent falls give no surprise. 
But fits of spleen, cal]*d^0&;fii^ tuiie. 
Greatness in glitt'ring forms dispIayM 
AfFedts weak eyes much us'd to shade, 
And by its falsly-envy'd scene 
Gives self* debasing fits of Spleen. 
We should be pleas'd that things are so» 
Who do for nothing see the show. 
And, middle siz'd, can pass between 
Life's hubbub safe, because unseen, 
And 'midst the glare of greatness trace 
A wat'ry sun-'shine in the face. 
And pleasures fled to, to redress 
The sad fatigue of idleness. 

• 

Contentment, parent of delight. 
So much a stranger to our sight. 
Say, Goddess, in what happy place 
Mortals behold thy blooming face } 
Thy gracious auspices impart. 
And fof thy temple choose my heart. 
They, whom thou deignest to inspire^ 
Thy science learn, to bonnd desire : 
By happy alchymyof mind 
They turn to pleasure all they find ; 
They both disdain in outward mien 



^^ irisTUt VAMILU& ]^SiLJ 

The gnpfc Md lokmi gul> of Spieen^ * 
And meretridoiif luts of dicop 
To leigo n jojy nd Ittds dittiCM ^ 
UmnoT'd when tfat nde tenipfit liloin^ '-i 
Without an opiate liKf icpoie I 
And coFcr*d hjr yovr lU^ defy 
The whiisiiy ihifiiy thit raond tiiem ff t 
Kor meddling iridi the god's aiEui% 
Cbbccra tlmmelw* with dirtanf cem^-' 
Butplace thdr hlin in mentnl rat» 
AxKLvctitit upm the flood poMsss^d* 

F6fc*d'by aoft violenofc of pmyV^ 
Tlie blitiiioine Ooddett loothv my cant * ' 
lien the Ddny nupno^ 
And that she jnoddi my detfa«» 
Two hundred pounds half-yearly paid,r 
Annuity securely nuide» 
A farm some twenty miles from town; 
Small» tight, salubrious, and my own ; 
Two maids, that never saw the town^ 
A serving*man not quite a clown, 
A boy to help to tread the mow. 
And drive, while t'other holds the plough ] 
A chief, of temper form*d to please. 
Fit to converse, and keep the keys ; 
And better to preserve the peace. 
Commission^ by the name of niece; 
With understandings of a size 
To think their master very wise. 



May heay'n (it's all I wish for) send 

One genial room to treat a friend. 

Where-decent cup-board, little plate. 

Display benevolence, not state. 

And may my humble dwelling stand 

Upon some chosen spot of land : 

A pond before full to the brim. 

Where cows may cool, and geese may swhn 9 

Behind, a green like velvet neat. 

Soft to the eye, and to the feet ; 

Where od'rous plants in evening fair 

Breathe all around ambrosial air ; 

From Bums, foe to kitchen ground, 

Fenc*d by a slope with bushes crown'd. 

Fit dwelling for the feather'd throng. 

Who pay their quit-rents with a song ; 

With Qp'ning views of hill and dale, 

Which sense and fancy too regale. 

Where the half-cirque, which vision bounds, 

Like amphitheatre surrounds; 

And woods impervious to the breeze. 

Thick phalanx of embodied trees. 

From hills through plains in dusk array 

Extended far, repel the day. 

Here stillness, height and solemn shade 

Invite, and contemplation aid : 

Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 

The dark decrees and will of fate, 

And.dreams beneath the spreading beech 

Inspirp, and docile fancy teach, 



While soft as brceiy brealh of windi 

Impiilsei rii3tle through the mind. 

Here Dryads, M:oming Phoebus' ray, 

White Pin inelodkiiis pipes awayi ^^H 

In iiiTUUr'd motion) frisk about, ^^H 

'Till old Silenus puts them out. '^^^H 

There see the clover, pea, and bean, ^"" 

Vie in traricij ofgreetii 

Ftcih pastures speckled o'er with &heep. 

Brown (icids their fallow sabbaths keep. 

Plump Ceres golden tresses wear. 

And poppji -lop -knots deck lier liair. 

And lilver-sireams through meadowi stray, 

And Naiads on the margin play. 

And lesser Nymphs on side nf hills 

From play -thing urns pour down the rills, 

Thus sheltcr'd, free from cart aad ttrtft^ 
May I enjoy a calm through life t 
Seefaftion, safe in low degree. 
As men at land see storms at sea. 
And laugh at miserable- elves. 
Not kind, lo much as to themselvest 
Curs'd with such souls of base allof. 
As can possess, but not eiijoy ; 
Debarr'd the pleasure to impart 
By av'rice, sphinfter of the heart, 
Who wealth, hard eam'd by ffuiliy caret. 
Bequeath untouch'd to thankless hein. 
'May I, with look tmgloom'd by guil«^ 
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And wearing Virtue's liv'ry-smile, 
Prone the distressed to relieve. 
And little trespasses forgivei 
With income not in Fortune's pow'r> 
And skill to make a busy hour» 
With* trips to town life to amuse. 
To purchase books, and hear the news. 
To see old friends, brush off the clown, 
And quicken taste «t coming down, 
Uohurt by sickness' blasting rage. 
And slowly mellowing in a^, ^ 

When Fate extends its gathering gripe. 
Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe, 
Qnit a worn being without pain. 
Perhaps to blossom soon again. 

But now more serious see me grow. 
And what I think, my Memmius, know% - 

Th' enthusiast's hope, and raptures wild^ 
Have never yet my reason fbil'd. 
His springy soul dilates like air. 
When free from -wti^t of ambient care, * 
And, hush'd in meditation deep. 
Slides into dreams, as when asleep ; 
Then, iond of new discoveries growni . 
Proves a Columbus of her ow&^ 
Disdains the narrow bounds of place, 
A nd through the wilds of endless space, 
Borne up on metaphysic wings. 



Chases light larms and shadowy things. 

And in the vague excursion caught, 

Bringi home loxac raic tiotic thought. 

The iiidaDclioly nun such dreams. 

At brightest evidence, esteems ; 

Fain would he see some distant scene 

Suggested by his restieis Spleen, 

And Fancy's telescope applies 

With tinflur'd glass to cheat liii eyes. 

Such thoughts, as love the gloom of nightj 

I close examine by the light ; 

For who, though brib'd by gain to lit 

Dare sun -beam -written truths deny^ 

And execute plain cominon sense 

Onfoith's lueer hear-say evldenrer ' 

That iuperttitian mayn't crt;iUe, 
And club in iUs widi those athtt, 
I many a nt^on take to task) 
Made ^vsdfiil by itsviMC-ina^. 
Thus icrupk, qurai of the miod. 
It cur'd, and certainty I find. 
Sioos optic reason diewi me plain, 
I dreaded tpeflm of the brain. 
And legendary fears are gone, 
Thougli in tenadoua childhood sowm 
Thus in opinions I commence 
Freeholder in the proper tense. 
And aeithec tuit nor lervke do. 
Nor homage iD.pRtatdcn ibcw^ . 



I 
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Who boast themselves by spurious roll 
Lords of the manor of the soul ; 
Preferring sense, from chins that's bare. 
To nonsense thron'd in whisker'd hain 

To thee, Creator uncreate, 
O Entium Ens I divinely great I— — • 
Hold, Muse, nor melting pinions ivy. 
Nor near the blazing glory €y, 
Nor straining break thy feeble bow, 
Unfeather'd arrows &r to throw : 
Through fields unknown nor madly stray. 
Where no ideas mark the way. 
With tender eyes, and colors faint, 
And trembling hands forbear to paint. 
Who features veil'd by light can hit ? 
Where can, what has no outline, fit^ 
My soul, the vain attempt forego, 
Thyself, the fitter subjeft,know. 
He wisely shuns the bold extreme. 
Who soon lays by th' unequal theme, 
Nor runs, with wisdom's Sirens caught. 
On quicksands swall'wing shipwreck'd thou^lit ; 
But, conscious of his distance, gives 
Mute praise, and humble negatives. 
In one, no obje<5l of our sight, 
Immutable, and infinite, 
Who can't be cruel, or unjust, 
Calm and resign'd, I fix my trust ; 
To him my past and present state 



I owo^ ana nniliiiy iiilmfirtB* 
A ttnuiger inlD lUif I'm Gomcp 
Dying fluqr 1m our firing hooM^ 

Tnuupoftiod hen ny wijp'y Fntc^ 

The ooovifti of n prior itate. 

licnce I no anxioiit tboagfals beilonr 

On mattntp I am nefcr knoir ; 

Through life't foul way, like vi^grant pauTdi 

HeTI grant a tettkment at hat, 

AMI wtcn tweec caae cne w can eci ciiuwb^ 

By leave to ky Ms befaig doim. 

If doom'd to dance th' eternal romid 

Oflifenotootaerlottbittlbiiiidy " 

And dinbliitioiiioon tomme^ 

Like i^Ningfr, wipes out life's preteot toflBt 

But can't oiir state of pow'r bereave 

An endless series to receive ; 

Then, if hard dealt with here by fete. 

We balance in another state. 

And consciousness must go along. 

And sign th* acquittance for the wrong. 

He for his creatures must decree 

More happiness than misery. 

Or be supposed to create, 

Curious to try, what 'tis to hate : 

And do an aft, which rage infers, 

'Cause lameness halts, or blindness errs. 

Thus, thus I steer my bark, and sail 
On even keel with gentle gale i 
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At helm I make my reason sit, 
My crew of passions all submit. 
If dark ^nd blust'ring prove some nights, 
Philosophy puts forth her lights ; 
Experience holds the cautious glass, 
To shun the breakers, as I pass, 
And frequent throws the wary lead, 
To see what dangers may be hid ; 
And once in seven years I*m seen 
At Bath or Tunbridge, to careen. 
Though pleas'd to see the dolphins play, 
I mind my compass and my way. 
With store sufficient for relief. 
And wisely still prepar'd to reef. 
Nor wanting the dispersive bowl 
Of cloudy weather in the soul, 
I make (may heav'n propitious send 
Such wind and weather to the end) 
Neither becalm'd, nor over-blown. 
Life's voyage to the world unknown. 



END OF 
EPISTLES FAMILIAR AND HUMOROUS. 
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EPISTLES 
FAMILIAR AND HUMOROUS. 

EPISTLE I. 

Paget. This Epistle was written in 1735. The 
noble Lord whom Mr. Jenyns addressed, died the 
year after, and by his death the title became extin£l, 

6. A fart that weighs not half a grain^l ^^^ Boyle's 
Experiments. 

EPISTLE XL 

Page g. The Nobleman here addressed was th* 
late Earl of Bathurst, one of the twelye peers created 
by Q^een Anne. His Lordship was celebrated both 
fi>r his taste and talents, and retained his vivacity to 
the last. ■ He died in 1775, in the 99d year of his age. 

EPISTLE III. 

Page, 13. Sir George Etheregc was born befoit 
the middle of the last century, and educated at Cam- 
bridge* He afterwards travelled into Flanders and 
Francff and on his return applied to the law. Dia- 



t&6 NOTES ON EPISTLES 

gusted, however^ at the severe application it required, 
he renounced the profession, for the sake of politer 
studies. Having married a lady of considerable for- 
tune (who made it a prerequisite to their union, that 
he should obtain the honor of knighthood), he grew 
into favor at court, and by the interest of the Qiieen 
was sent envoy to Hamburgh. After the secession of 
James, he adhered to his cause ; and died either ia 
France, or at Ratisbon, in consequence of inebrity. — 
He wrote three comedies, and several poems. 

The nobleman to whom this E^pistle was written^ 
was Charles, second Earl of that title, and Secretary 
of State fon Scotland, from 1684 to the Revolution. 
He was attainted by the Scottish Parliament in 1695', 
and embarked in the French armament, defeated by 
Admiral Byng, when meditating a descent in Scotland 
1 708. — Sir William Temple spoke of him to Swift, as 
** a very valuable man, and a good scholar.'* 

EPISTLE IV. 

Page ly. Sir John Dolben, Bart, of Finedon, in 
Northamptonshire, D. D. and prebendary of Dur- 
ham, married Elizabeth, daughter of William, the 
fifth Lord Digby, and died in 1756, aged 73. 

Antony Aslop, the writer of this letter, was elected 
from Westminster to Clirist- Church, Oxford; and 
having acquired considerable reputation as a Tutor in 
that university (where he took his degree of batchelor 
of divinity) he attracted the notice of Sir Jonathan 
Trelawny whilst bishop of Winchester ; was appoint- 
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ed his chaplain, and regeived from him a prebendal 
stall in his own church, with the re^lory of Bright- 
Well in Berkshire. Here, Mr. Alsop, notwithstaiid- 
ing the solicitations of his friends, sequestered himself 
Sot the rest of his life ; which was terminated in 1726^ 
by a fall, into a ditch from a narrow path, leading ta 
Ids garden door. 

EPISTLE V. 

Page fii. After having observed that this Invita* 
tion was written in allusion to the 5th Epistle of the 
First Book of Horace, by the celebrated translator of 
Vii^l, no further information of the author will be 
asked. 

t&id. ffiaster King j] Was the Bland* 

ford carrier. 

2 2 . Eoitbery •■ :] Was the seat of Mr. 

Poddington. 

EPISTLE VI. 

Page, 23. Written (as is presumed) by John Pitt, 
Esq. brother to the poet. 

£4. the sooty MintrenCs hopeful heir] Mr» 

Pitt's servant, son of a blacksmith. 

aid. Ead ] Another of Mr. Pitt's 

servants. 

ibid. the fair?'] Blandford fair : tinfo 

miles from Pimpem, where Mr. Pitt was born, was 
Tc^^or, and died. 
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EPISTLE VII, 

• * ' • ■ ■ 

• P^tSm Mc F«#kef.wu bom in Yoriadiirr» iod 
icittP f <d from the icheol at leed^ to Jouft Cofic^ 
Quiibridfe I where he took his iiiMtcr*i degree. Hi 
iMtt polrotiised by Aichbishop Uerruigt idbo csolbfted 
him to the vicarage of Orpington with St. Ma«y 
Grays hi Kent; which he afterwards exchanged for 
Hayei . He wrote a variety of pqeaia ; and tranthttd 
die works of Anacrcony S^ipho, Bion, Moichut and 
Mimeut, which were pablidied together in 17^0 ; 
Tfaeoctitin^ In 1767; add ApolloniutRhodiat^ prfaitel 
fa 1780. He died afith August, 1777. 

' b6. Tmt wnfk wiU. kring Jmr haiocmet^'\ The 
Iwucanu here mentioned was a very agreeidiXe yomig 
hidy* so named. 

. . SnSTLEVIIL 

Page 28. the works of Kent S\ William Kent, 

who was both a painter and architefl, as well as the 
parent of modern gardening. 

ibid. Poor with all a Heath cote'^ store,"] Sir Gil- 
bert Heathcote, Knt. and Bart. Alderman of London, 
and Father of the City, was supposed the most opu- 
lent Commoner in the kingdom. 

EPISTLE IX. 

• ^^g^ i^* M*"* Browne was born at Burton-upon- 
Trcnt, and went when under seventeen, to Trinity 
College, Cambridge. Being designed for the bari 
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after taking a master's degree, he removed to Liri-- 
coin's Inn, where he acquired much professional 
knowledge ; but, as his fortune was ample, he, long 
before his death, relinquished the pra<5lice. His son, 
who published a volume of his poems, is understood, 
to have more in manuscript. 

EPISTLE XIV. 

Page 44. firstf Phoebe gave the luckUsi hint ; , 

Now your Epistles flare in print :"] ^^Ycrsei 
on Phoebe," and « Epistles on Design and Beauty/' 
printed in his works • 

^($, ■ ■ Heidegge r ] Director of Mas« 

querades. 

47. Peter Ckartres Oidfield.] Walter Peter 

satirized by Pope, and Colonel Chartres by Arbuth- 
not. Oldtield was a notorious miser < 

47. Yet still ^n aukward dirty Pig,"] ' 
Epicori de grege porcus 

EPISTLE XV. 

Page 4^. Sir William Yonge, baronet and knight 
of the Bath) was chosen to represent the borough of 
Honiton, in the first parliament of George the First, 
lind continued in the House of Commons to the time 
of his death. He was the fast friend of Sir Robert 
Walpole, and a ready speaker on every occasion. 
To his uncommon fluency in debate, he was indebted 
iof the best oflke s in five state. He assisted RobnAfe 
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in his Jovial Crew, and, often shewed his gallantry 
in a sprightly kind of verse. 

EPISTLE XVI. 

Page 54. The young Nobleman to whom Mr. 
Colnian sent this Epistle, was son to the late Earl of 
Bath. 

EPISTLE XVII. 

Page 58.' Dr. Littleton was educated at Eton, and 
in 1716, elected to King's College, Cambridge, 
whence he returned to Eton as assistant, was chosen 
fellow of that College, and presented to the living of 
Maple Durham; where he died in 1734. Two vo- 
lumes of his sermons were afterwards published. 

EPISTLE XVin. 

Page 63. This Epistle having been objected to as 
licentious, the author of Mr. Browne's Life in the 
Biographia Britannica, hath thus answered the 
cliarge : • 

** 1 he irony is so obvious, that it cannot well be 
** mistaken. The fadt was, that a young officer, 
** a friend of Mr. Browne, wanted to carry a mis- 
** tress with him to his country quarters ; and 
** he desired our author to write a copy of verses, to 
** persuade some lady of easy virtue to comply with 
** his request. Mr. Browne wrote these verses, 
** which were designed as a strong ridicule and severe 
** reproof of such kind of criminal connections; and 
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«• they produced an immediate efle6l ; for the young 
<< Gentleman gave up all thoughts of his intended 
** companion. The whole must be considered as 
** written in the chara6ler of a rakisd officer, during 
** a time of profound peace. Bishop Hoadly said, 
** that the verses would do more good than twenty 
** sermons ; and the late Lord Ly ttleton expressed a 
** high commendation of their moral tendency.'' 
Vol. II. p. 6s^. 

63. Ward's popisk pais. ] Joshua Ward, the 

quack. Dr. Misaubin, mentioned just after, was 
another of the same fraternity. 

64. SoSer advice, ] The publication here 

referred to, was an imitation of Horace by Mr. Pope, 
addressed in the name of the Roman Poet, to the 
young Gentlemen about town, and printed 1734. 

55. , — Sir Jokn — ] Gonson, a Middle- 

sex Justice, the terror of women on the town. 



EPISTLE XIX- 

PageSy, Captain Thomas, once a student of Christ- 
Church, and in orders, was afterwards Lieutenant- 
colonel of Whitmore's regiment, and quarter-master- 
general. In the first attack on Bellisle, April 8, 1761, 
he was mortally wounded, and taken prisoner. 

Hid, To rig/it the JtUs, and study B/and.] *< Bland's 
Treatise on Military Discipline.** 

68. Steai into DedsUys netu Mnseumyl Published in 
1746 and 7. 
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^ ■ p oe i lfMrd,] AbrodierofflMtt 

liht sune regimeiit. 

6g. F^m LowendMi ^iwouUpify Merf J Under it^ 
Marshall thedege of Bei^-op.2oom was carried m 
in 1747. 

* IKtf. "'"Sdxi kimte^ Uttgkt wup ^ u^tJ] Matuice 
Count Saxe, natural son of Augustus II.* of FolinJ» 
wM ttputed Dttcofthefirstgaiieralsoftlieagt. Bi 

died 1750. 

•• ■ • 
t 

' EPISTLE XX. 

Pagt ^t . Mr* Strai^t held from his College the rec^ 
tory of Findon ui Sussex^ |uid was collated by Bishop 
IHoadly to the stall of Warminster* in tl^ diurch of 
Salisbury. By misfortunes, however, he was gready 
impovierished) and two volumes of his sermons were 
published for his family. He was a man of ** extra- 
ordinary abilities and excentric good-sense." 

74. Ben,] Benjamin Hoadly, M. D. 

75. 'ti/l you dance a judge ;] Alluding to 

an antiquated custom of a new judge's dancing, in the 
hall of the society of which he was a member, with 
the senior members of it. 

EPISTLE XXI. 

PageyS. The writer of this Epistle was the youngest 
son of Bishop Hoadly, bom in London, and educated 
at Hackney, where he distinguished himself, as Pho- 
cyas, in the " Siege of Damascus." He was afte^- 
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ward both of Ben'et College, Cambridge, and the 
Temple ; but not liking the law as a profession, he 
entei^d into orders, was appointed chancellor of his 
father's diocese, and successively chaplain to the late. 
Prince and Princess of Wales. He was the author of 
sevend little poems, and of some dramatic composi- 
tions. Of which one was a tragedy on the fall of Lord 
Cromwell. . He is supposed also to have assisted his 
brother in his comedy of *< the Suspicion Husband.'' 
His father's works were colle^ed by him, and pub- 
li^d with Memoirs in 3 folio volumes. 

76. In crowded street of Arlington^] Sir Robert 
Walpolc's residence was then in this street. 

EPISTLE XXII. 

Page 81 . Tour Sykeses and your Waterlands] Twq 
celebrated controversialists. 

EPISTLE XXIII. 

Page 83. The writer of this Epistle was the son of 
William Duncombe, esquire. Having been instrudl- 
cd in the languages at the Charter-house, he removed 
to Ben'et College, Cambridge> where he took his de« 
gree of M. A, He assisted his father in translating^ 
Horace, was the author and editor of various little 
pieces, and just before his death, published a selec«i 
tion from Julian, &c. with notes, in t vols, oftavo.--* 
He was one of the six preachers in Christ-Churchy 
Canterbury. 
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EPISTLE XXV. 

Pi^W. Dr«lide,tiieioiiofEdw«raiiile|Iaq. 
cf Cruz-Ekston in Haiiipdiire» WW edwiited at: Mi^^ 
dalcn College, Oxftvd, wbttn he took the suocirife 
degrees of Mtiter of Arts, andBitclielor, tMDoBaiA 
Difinity. At the time of Inf death, whidi hap peaed 
in Match 1767, he was xt&or of Biu)giidere^ id 
Bainpsllire* 
-89. p^Die ■ ■ ■ ] JXdo. 

90. cA a rmu g ftmmshay -] The UbT 

Duchess. 

Md. ^'J'^4iiiai pem ] TheIliad> 

91. ■ P iSste'iawrtier-^— ] Socrates. 
9a* AiU t imi m mmk en tuMf ym kagm^ 

, A Jmer gffU. tkm tkt cmUd Mktmu] AtCno- 
JUston, the work of his Nine Sisters, on which Mr. 
Pope wrote an inscription, and Mr, Herbert of Hi|^- 
dear, verses. 

EPISTLE XXIX. 

Page. 108, Of the Lady to whom Dr. Dalton in- 
scribed this Epistle, Mr. Walpole hath observed, 
that "she had as much taste for the writings of 
others, as modesty about her own." — She was the 
intimate friend of the celebrated Mrs. Rowe, and not 
«nly wrote verses upon her death, but also, in the 
•« Letters from the Dead to the Living," those which 
are signed Cleora. The Lord Beauchamp, to 
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whom Dr. Dal ton had been tutor, was her only son. 
She died at Percy Lodge 1754. 

I op, to build the lofty rhyme f"] Milton. 

' 113. Britannia's naval heroes^ &c . ] A bout that time 
the crew of the Centurion were expe6led to pass by 
from Portsmouth, with the prize-money taken from 
the Acapulca ship. 

117, Like Smithson'Sf may his manly heart 

AB not the vain, hut generous partf ^c] Sir 
Hugh Smithson, late Duke of Northumberland ; who 
was married to her only daughter, afterward tht 
IXichess. 

EPISTLE XXX. 

Page 119. Mr. Whaley was originally of Eton, whence 
he removed to King's College, Cambridge, and there 
was contemporary with Earl Camden, Dr. Davies^ 
&€. He was a man of ingenuity and taste. One vo- 
lume of his Poems was published by himself, and an* 
other after his decease. 

EPISTLE XXXIII. 

Page 1 29. But choosing — still at home — to share 

One comer of St, James's Square — ] Al- 
luding to the Earl of Hardwicke's house, which is 
literally so situated. 

1*31 • fVhere Green's sweet Muse, attunes her song^"] 
Dr. Green, Professor of Music, who set several of 
Pr. Hoadly's compositions. 
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EPISTIK' XXXtV^. 
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t«bk &niUy» long aeated |it.:p»et^. Fnmi te givmnr 
pcbool ot that dty» he wa» admitted of Bxetmr Cd» 
l^;et Oxford} and afferwaxds elefled a.feUoir.ef 
All-Soub) On the death of Dr.' Fin^bt warden of 
ll^t coVk^ in 17099 Dr. Waldren wae inrited to 
•ucoeed Um. He quitfeed £xcter (where hctmd pnc* 
tif^^yaic with a degree of nucesi f dli remeinlfer' 
ed) for die purpose; but contra^led an Ulneafy .00 Ui 
way to Oxford, wluch tennioated hit life, n few dajt 
after his arrival. • Jacob mentions him " as n wdl- 
y bred, genteel many most agreeable in c on Te na liont 
'^ veiy polite in Us compontions» and peailiailyhaq[»p7 
'< in die expression of his thoughts.'^ On the attad^ 
which was the occasion of this Epistle, Dr. Chbt* 
WOOD wrote the lines that foHow : 



ON THE FIRST FIT OF THE GOUT. 

WzLCOMXy thon friendly earnest of fourscore. 
Promise of wealth, that hast alone the power 
T* attend the rich, unenvy*d by the poor. 
Thou that dost Aesculapius e'en deride, 
And o*er his gaily -pots in triumph ride } 
Thou that art us*d t* attend the royal throne, 
And under-prop the head that bears the crown | 
Thou that dost oft in privy council wait. 
And guard from drowzy sleep the eyes of state { 
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T|Km that upon the bench art mounted highy 
And wam^tt the judges how they tread awry ; 
Thou that dost oft from pamperM prelate^s toe 
Emphatically urge the pains below j 
Thou that art ever half the city's grace, 
And add*8t to solemn noddles solemn pace ; 
Thou that art usM m sit on ladies knee» 
To feed on jellies, and to drink cold tea | 
Thou that art ne*er from velvet slipper free ; 
Whence comes this unsought honor unto me ? 
Whence does this mighty condescension flow ? 
To visit my poor tabernacle, O— ! 

As Jove vouchsaTd on Ida*s top, *tis said. 
At poor Philemon's cot to take a bed $ 
PleasM ynth. the plain but hospitable feast, 
Jove bid him ask, and granted his request; 
So do thou grant (for thou *rt of race divine, 
• Begot on Venus, by the God of Wine) 
My humble suit !— >And either give me store 
To entertain thee, or neVr see me more. 

Page 1 3e . a// eke studied luxuries 

That Lamb, or Locket can iUme,"} 
Lamb was Author of a famous book of Cookery, and 
'uxket^ master of a famous eating-house. 

EPISTLE XXXV. 

P^g^ 134* '^h^ admirable Author of this EfHStle 
ras descended from reputable parents ; who, being 
lissenters themselves, educated their son in their own 
enets. His mind, however, too liberal to submit to 



lite clogs of a se£t, eaiWy threw off its 
t Never was a man of more amiable 
. livelier wil. His conversalion was tlie delight of all 
F who knew him, whilst his condufl, in the duties of 

Ilus office, were most exemplary for ability and atten- 
tion. To the regret of his acquaintance, and the loss 
of the commimity, he was cut off, about the age of 
41, at his lodgings in Nag's -head -court, Gracechurch- 
Mreet. 
13J- Cildonidh, 

\ Panic tuckets for dry [f(&.]Gildon"s Artof 

I'I'oetrf. 

b- 135. Raiment Jrem naked iodus tttan .■] 



HoWARD'i Brit'ub Pntca. 

iS. From Mare so lask'd, ] James More 

Smith, esquire. See D unci ad, B. II. 1. jo. and the 
Notes, where the circumstances of the transaftion al- 
luded to are explained. 

1 49. Suck mas cfiale a Carporatian, 

The brazen serpent of the sadim. j The Chari- 
table Corporation, instituted for the relief of the in- 
dustrious poor, by assisting tliem with small sums on 
pledges at legal interest. The proprietors, however, 
by the viHany of those who had the management for 
them, were bilked of considerable sums. The con- 
duct of this scheme became, in the year 173E, the 
subjeit of a pari ism entaiy inquiry, and some of ilie 
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condudlorSy being members of the House of Com* 
mens, were expelled for their fraudulent transac* 
tions. 

153. As Psapho taught his birds to singi] Psapho 
was a Libyan, who desirous of being accounted a god, 
accomplished it by this expedient. Having taken 
some young birds, and taught them to articulate-^ 
*^ Psapho is a great God:** he let th^m fly into the 
woods, where other birds catching the notes, his 
countrymen sacrificed to him. 

154. a Youths &c.] Mr. Glover, au« 

thor of Leonides, Medea, &c. 
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END OF VOLUME THE SECOND. 
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